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Royal gifts — these “51” writing instruments. And there's still time to obtain 
them ... if you see your Parker dealer now. 

The “51” Pen is absolutely unmatched for popularity. 77 surveys in 
5 29 countries confirm that Parker is the world’s most wanted pen. 

fe Now couple with this famous instrument a “51” pencil that matches it in 

precision, beauty, balance and writeability. And you have the single gift that brings 
% double pleasure for years to come. 
RTs. Today the “51” Pen offers a wide range of custom points. Each is individualized 
to suit a different style of handwriting. And only the “51” is designed for satisfactory 
use with super-brilliant Superchrome Ink that “dries as it writes”. 

Choice of exclusive gift colours. Sets, $21.00 and $27.00. Individual Parker “51” 
Pens (including the new demi-size), $15.00 and $18.00. Pencils, $6.00 and $9.00. 


PARKER PEN CO., LTD., TORONTO, CANADA 
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Service with a smile—a model smile—for the Criders use 
Ipana — specially designed to help keep teeth sparkling 
bright. And knowing how today’s soft foods often rob 
gums of exercise, Frances’ family helps keep gums firm and 
healthy with brief, gentle gum massage. 
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This Model Mother 
tries not to be glamorous 


But that’s not easy when you’re a Powers Girl with a 


dazzling smile like Frances Nalle’s 


; RS. FRANCES NALLE CRIDER is one 
M model who doesn’t try to look glamor- 
ous. Because New York’s modeling circles 
know her as the ideal “Young Mother” type 
of model. And she is: she has two adorable 
youngsters of her own. And she has the 
brilliant smile that’s so important to any 


kind of modeling job. } 


“Model” Mother that she is, Mrs. Crider 
has already taught 5-year-old Amanda and 


3-year-old “Bobo” to safeguard their smiles 
by following her own prized dental routine: 
Regular brushing with Ipana Tooth Paste, then 
brief, gentle gum massage. 


Smile-conscious as Frances (and every 
successful model) is, she naturally knows 
what thousands of schools and dentists are 
teaching—that a radiant smile depends 
largely on sparkling teeth. And sparkling 
teeth call for firm, healthy gums. 
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Two sparkling smiles coming up! Fight years a Cover Girl, 
Frances knows the importance of a dazzling smile. So she’s 
taught her children the importance of gum massage, recom- 
mended by 7 out of 10 Canadian dentists, according to a 
national survey. This correct dental routine is taught in 
classrooms throughout Canada—the value of massage is 
stressed as an aid to firmer gums, brighter teeth, 





The chimney goes here. Amanda and “Bobo” 
Crider seem to be rushing things slightly. 
But not “model” mother Frances when she 
teaches them proper care of teeth and gums. 
Sensitive gums, among adults, often herald 
their warning with “pink tooth brush” —a 
sign to see your dentist. Let him decide 
whether yours is simply a case for “the help- 
ful stimulation of Ipana and massage.” 


How to massage your gums. Gently massage at the gum line, always keeping 
fingertip in contact with the tooth surface. It’s at the gum line, where teeth 
and gums meet, that so many troubles start—where gentle massage can be so ‘ 


helpful. Between regular visits to your dentist, help him guard your smile of beauty, 


for your Smile of Beauty 


Product of Bristol-M yers—Made in Canada — 
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ENFFLES £7 SORE THROAT 7 
Look out tora COLD! 


TMs 


Prompt germ-killing action may head off 
the trouble or lessen its severity 


Sniffles, sneezing, or a tender throat may 
be the first “warning signal” that a virus 
has infected you and that millions of 
cold germs called the “secondary in- 
vaders” threaten a mass invasion of 
your tissues through throat membranes. 


When you receive such warning get 
started at once with the Listerine Anti- 
sepuc gargle. 

Attacks Germs on Throat Surfaces 


Listerine Antiseptic reaches way back 
on throat surfaces to kill millions of 
those “secondary invaders”’...the very 
germs, according to some authorities, 
that can cause much of the misery of 
a cold. Used frequently during the 
12-to-36-hour “incubation” period 
when a cold may be developing, Listerine 
Antiseptic may help guard against a 
mass invasion of germs and help head 
off the trouble before it gets started. 

Actual tests have shown germ reduc- 
tions On mouth and throat surfaces 
ranging up to 96.7% fifteen minutes 
after a Listerine Antiseptic gargle, and 
up to 80% an hour after. 


Fewer Colds in Tests 


This germ-killing action, we believe, is 
the explanation of Listerine Antiseptic’s 


a ANTISEPTIC Quick! 






THE “SECONDARY INVADERS” 


Here are some types of the “‘Sec- 
ondary Invaders’’ which many au- 
thorities say cause much of the 
misery of a cold. As you can see 
from their names, they're threaten- 
ing in character 









TOP ROW, left to right: Pnewmococcus Type t1, Pneumecoccus 
Type 1V, Streptococcus viridans, Freediander’s bacillus BOTIOM 
ROW, left to right: Streptococcus hemolyticus, Bacillus influen 
zae, Micrococcus catarrhalis, Staphylecoccus aureus 






impressive clinical test record against 
colds. Tests made over a period of 12 
years showed: 


That those who gargled Listerine Anti- 
septic twice daily had fewer colds and milder 
colds than those who did not gargle 08 
and fewer sore throats. 


Get into the habit of using Listerine 
Antiseptic regularly, morning and night. 
And if a cold threatens step up the fre- 
quency of the gargle. It may spare you 
a nasty siege. 


LAMBERT PHARMACAL Co. (Canada) Ltd. 
Toronto, Ontario 


LISTERINE ANTISEPTIC REDUCED GERMS UP TO 96.7% IN TESTS 


Mede in Caneda 






EDITORIAL 


Forgive Us Our Christmases 


I HAT’S the way a small boy who’d never heard of “ trespasses” 
whispered the phrase in the Lord’s Prayer, until his mother 
realized what he was saying. 


” 


one of Chatelaine’s editors 
“Forgive us our Christmases . . 
In a way, she told me she hated to correct him. She had a 
hunch it was a prayer which needed to be said, from time to time. 
Will this Christmas be one of them? 


IN THE MOST FAMED of all Christmas fiction, a Ghost summons 
a Christmas- Past; outlines the activities of a Christmas-Present; 
reveals the dreadful possibilities of a Christmas-Yet-to-Come. 
Thousands of us will be listening to it again this year— for Dickens’ 
Christmas Carol has become a tradition on this continent, and many 
will travel the paths of memory with Scrooge. 

A Christmas-Past. Remember some of them? 

In 1939 we knew the false quiet of the “ phony” war and Dread sat 
at our hearthstones. 

’41 was called Black Christmas. Both Pearl Harbor and Hong 
Kong were attacked on December 7. On Christmas Day came the 
shattering news of the surrender of Hong Kong. 

Christmas, ’45. The war was over but the atomic bomb had cast 
its ugly shadow over all the peoples of the earth. ’45 was perhaps 
the most frightening Christmas of all. 

A Christmas-Present. It would be just as Dickens described 
it: full of merriment, crowned with good living. With Christmas 
trees bearing more gifts than ever before; Christmas tables groaning 
with food. 

If it were an honest picture it would show us the hearts of those 
who will celebrate, full of fears for the future. It would reveal, | 
think, a sense of guilt that we possess so much in a hungry chaotic 
world. 


IN DICKENS’ FABLE, a Christmas-Past was filled with haunting 
troubles; a Christmas-Present had gaiety with an undercurrent 
of fear; a Christmas-Yet-to-Come was so tragic the person viewing 
it was completely transformed. 

All of which would happen to any of us if we had the same 
experience. What an ending it would be for Canada’s Christmas 
Carol, if, this year, we had enough imagination to believe that we 
had had Scrooge’s experience. 

For there’s so much to be done. Scrooge stuck his head out of his 
window on that bright Christmas morning and ordered the biggest 
dinner he could remember to be sent to Bob Crachit’s family. 
This was direct and practical. We, also, can be direct and practical 
by sending food parcels overseas. But this year, let us be less 
practical and make sure that we send more than we can afford and 
not just to friends and relatives. Send a box of food through one of 
the accredited organizations to someone you don’t know. If you feel 
it’s too late for Christmas, make it a New Year’s gift, and if humanly 
possible, make it a monthly gift in the New Year. 


IN THOSE Christmases-Past, we vowed never to forget the men 
who fought for us. 

How much are we really doing to show them and their families 
how we, who stayed at home, feel about their record? Every 
program for veterans will surely have unlimited support this year. 
But more than that is the personal recognition of a debt which each 
of us can pay to the men we know, who were away from home 
during those war Christmases. And we can pay it best by doing 
something for the countless men who will spend this Christmas in 
military hospitals all across the country; we can pay it by doing 
something for young English and European war brides who are 
spending their first Christmas away from home. 

This, as we know, is the meaning of Christmas-Present, 

But beyond it, of course, is the sharing of our Christmases 
Yet-to-Come. In this way we can find perhaps a deeper understanding 
of One World. 

And we can afford to be generous. After all, we’ve got the biggest 
Christmas tree in the world—we’ve got Canada. 
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is for HER—the \ Z 
Mrs. or Miss SRQQ= 
You greet Xmas até ~~ 
morn with a i j= 
hug and a kiss cu \ 
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is for ARMS that 
embrace you 
with glee 
When the presents 
are opened 
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is for SMART, and 
smart you willbe 

If you give Hasko 
‘Trays: It's this 
Way you see— 





7 
EEN, careful 


homemakers 
—busy as bees 


KEI this way to 
save time— 
serve with ease 


SO AN 


CELLENT tip 
that is sure to 
win praise 


me 


AKE her gift Hasko 
Place Mats, Matched 
Tumblers and Trays 


mes CAH 


ND over the years 
they will mean 
more and more 


8 


O—get some today at 
your favorite store 





Y% 


ASKO TRAYS, Tumblers and 


Place Mats are exquisitely 
gift-packaged and featured by 
leading Department, Gift and 
Fine Jewelry Stores. 


ASKO TRAYS 


AND ACCESSORIES 


HASKELITE MANUFACTURING CORP. 
Dept. 150, 135 S. LaSalle St., Chicago 3, Il. 
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Love That Stovepipe. When Jack 
Bush brought in his finished illustration 
for “‘Christmas in Heaven,” (Page 19), 
one of the editors offered a criticism, 
couched in what she hoped were ladylik« 
terms, to the effect that the stovepipe 
seemed a little awkwardly placed 
near the door, too near the wall, too 
easy to bump into. It wouldn’t be like 
that in an actual room, would it? Jack 
—nice guy and gentle with womenfolk 
—replied yes it would; indeed, yes it 
was, and pulling another sketch out of 


too 
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gone 





Day after glorious day we hiked. Your hand always there to help me. “I love touching 
your hand,” you said. “It feels so soft in mine.” Of course! Her hands are Jergens-soft. 


his portfolio showed the identical room & * ® 
and stovepipe painted from the life 
during his vacation at a farmhouse in 


the village of Belfountain, Ont. Though 
he had gone there with the intention of 
sketching the Credit Valley landscape, 
the room in which he woke up every 
morning seemed a phase of Canadiana 
too valuable to ignore, and one, alas! 
that may pass away entirely, what with 
the current frenzy for bathrooms and 
oil-burning furnaces. Thus we present 
to you, friends, a true portrait of a 
stovepipe. And Jack admits it was 
badly placed and he did bump into it 
several times. 


Chatelaine’s Consumer Council 
has welcomed a host of eager recruits in 
the past few weeks—all as a result of the 
article, ““Where’s the Money Coming 
From?” which appeared in our October 
number. From Kelowna, B.C. (lovely 
town, with a good view of Ogopogo when 
he surfaces), one volunteer writes that 
housekeeping and meal-planning have 
become a fresh challenge to her ingenu- 
ity every day. “We can make do with 
last year’s dress or suit, but we certainly 
can’t have last year’s meals this year,” 
she observes. Letters in a similar vein 
have come from as far east as Sydney, 
and taking in practically all the terri- 
tory between; there’s an interesting 
assortment of ages and income groups, 
as well as and rural dwellers. 
That’s the sort of representation which 
makes Chatelaine’s Consumer Council a 
carefully balanced, dependable instru- 


urban 


ment for probing Canadian women’s 
opinion, discovering habits, preferences, 
problems, and analyzing them for the 
benelit of the whole country. 


Joy Through Work. If some weeks 
ago, round about October, you heard 
shrieks and giggles and the sound of 
bodies moving uncertainly through 
space, it just might have been a series 
of special tests undertaken by the staff 
of Chatelaine Institute. As you-all 
know (we hope), every idea, method or 
recipe emanating from this department 
of the magazine must be tried out and 
perfected before it is presented to our 
readers. The rule is rigid; therefore, 
when Christmas games were under 
was that all 
hands leave the testing kitchen, line up 
in the big oflice and, under the super- 
vision of Director Marie Holmes, have 
fun. They didn’t calm down for hours. 

For a series of lively new games, all 
by Chatelaine 
Institute, please turn to Page 91, » 


discussion, it necessary 


tested and approved 


LOVE came my way 





My last evening —“I can’t say Good-bye,” you whispered. “Your soft hands have such a 


7 : ‘ 
hold on my heart” ... Keep the heart-holding charm in your hands by using Jergens Loon. 


Your hands can be even dearer now — smoother, 

softer than ever. Thanks to recent research, Jergens Lotion 
is now better than ever. Protects even longer, too. 

Why — two ingredients in today’s Jergens Lotion 

are such able skin-softeners that many doctors use them. 
Chapped hands? Soothed at once — prevented by & 
regular use of today’s Jergens Lotion. Still 10¢ - 


to $1.00. And no oiliness; no stickiness. 


Hollywood Stars use Jergens Lotion, 7 to 1. 





For the Softest, Adorable Hands, use & 


JERGENS LOTION 


= 
= 
(Made in Canada) 
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Why 





Cocoa is a 


3-1 Favorite in Canada 





i SMELL Wl Mmm-mm, what 2-MIX ir! Oh, isn’t Fry’s a joy 


a fresh-chocolate aroma! You're right, 
it really zs special — only with Fry’s 
do you get the full fragrance of choc- 
olate just like that! 


3-TASTE irl Umm! The 


whole family just naturally prefers 
the richer chocolate flavor of Fry’s! 


It’s the extra flavor that makes 
Fry’s extra-appetizing for cocoa 


*Fry’s sells 3-1 over any other cocoa 
in Canada according to a National 
Survey conducted last year. 





THE COCOA WITH THE 
RICHER CHOCOLATE FLAVOR 


to mix! What frothy cocoa drinks — 
what smooth chocolate dishes! With its 
velvet-soft texture, Fry’s blends per- 
fectly with other ingredients! 





drinks — extra-delicious in choco- 
late cakes, desserts, sauces and 
icings! 

No wonder Fry’s is Canada’s 
favorite cocoa — yes, by *3 to 1. 


PURE 
BREAK FAST 


Y 1 th Net 
“CADBURY © 
MONTREAL 








Song of Love 


F YOU like fine 


rendered, you'll enjoy this new film; 


music beautifully 
but if you’re a stickler for accurat 
handling of biographical facts, you'll 
have one more private quarrel with 
Hollywood on your hands. 

The producers of “Song of Love” are 
careful to admit in their foreword to this 
saga of Robert and Clara Schumann and 
Johannes Brahms that “certain neces- 
sary liberties have been taken) with 
incident and chronology.” That word 
“necessary” is itself a sad commentary 
on the present state of movie-making. It 
means that only through deliberat 
fictionizing can great names of the past 
come to life on the screen, and that this 
important vehicle for mass education 
and entertainment falls short of its 
possibilities, to put it mildly. 

The story Clara Wieck 
Schumann's love for her husband and 


concerns 





You see Katharine Hepburn (Clara 
Schumann) at the piano; but you're 
listening to Artur Rubinstein off-stage 


her devotion to his memory afte: 
Robert’s tragic premature death. The 
domestic life of the couple and then 
friendship with Brahms and Liszt are set 
forth in warm and affectionate terms. 
3ut when the 


lence and involves Clara 


tale sheers away from 
historical evic 
and Brahms in an unfulfilled romance, 
the effect is dully maudlin. 

However, you may be willing to forgive 
all when the music of three great 
composers falls so pleasantly on your 
Artur Rubinstein, the celebrated 
pianist, does the off-stage concertizing, 
while the stars of the film take turns at 
the keyboard and give remarkably 
realistic performances. Katharine Hep- 
burn as Clara, Robert Walker as 
Brahms and Henry Daniell as Liszt are 
as convincing as possible with the situa- 


ears. 


tions assigned to them; Paul Henreid, as 
Robert Schumann, wears his musical 
mantle nicely but is somewhat wooden 
away from the piano. 


Tawny Pipit 


IT’S A bird, and it’s the centre of interest 
in a highly refreshing movie story of a 
type you've never seen before. 

Seems that the tawny pipit (and you 
pronounce it pip as in apple) Is a 
European bird that chooses only rarely 
to nest on the other side of the Channel. 
Well, one wartime day a convalescent 
aviator and his nurse stumble upon a 
pair of them in a little English village. 
Immediately the vicar and the squire 
mobilize the countryside on behalf of the 
birds; at all cost they must be protected 
until their eggs are hatched. This is no 
small problem because the Ministry of 
Agriculture wants the Feld plowed, a 
tank unit tries to hold manoeuvres the re, 
and a rascally ccllector attempts to 


pilfer the nest of the tawny pipit. 


But it isn’t merely a nature study 
lesson. The human types and characteis 
and the way they’re expressed, make this 
picture memorable. You couldn’t meet 
a more delicious assortment than the 
fusty members of the Royal Ornitho- 
logical Society, the peppery colonel in 
charge of pipit safety measures, and the 
lady laureate of the village who writes an 
ode to the feathered visitors. In a way 
that is more effective for being so casual, 
“Tawny Pipit” also serves as an 
allegory of co-operation among nations, 
pointed up by the visit of a Russian girl 
sniper to the village. 


Bernard Miles, who plays the colonel, 
wrote the screen play and had a voice in 
its direction. The whole cast, including 
Rosamund John and Nial McGinnis as 
the romantic principals, turns in a nota- 
ble performance. 
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Introducing a new dance, “The ‘Ampstead 
Way.” -— Kay Kendall and Sid Field, in 
MEN LIKE 100! the first technicolor musical from Britain. 


We mean Genuine Rubberset | [ancing and Music | 
Shaving Brushes with Nylon t re 


Bristles, of course. Here’s the THERE ARE several “firsts” in con- 
ideal Christmas gift, one that nection with “London Town.” It’s the 
will be going strong for many first technicolor musicomedy to come out 


A es of Britain, the first time (the producers 
a year. Priced from $5.00. state) that glamorous English girls have 


been sought out, culled over and 
specially groomed for a film in the Holly- 
wood style; and the firstscreen presenta | 
tion of Sid Field, song-dance-and-funny- 
man of the music halls. Perhaps it’s 
because of the weight of all such firsts 
(and there are others too involved to 
mention) that the final effort seems 
rather exhausting. 

The story concerns Jerry, an ambi- 
tious comedian from “the provinces,” 
who arrives in London and becomes the 
frustrated understudy of the funny man 
in a musical show. Jerry’s small daughter 
Peggy shares his frets and hopes to the 
extent of putting the big shot out of the 
way (she connives with his valet) and 
giving Daddy his chance. That leads 
right into Sid Field’s skits and enough 
laughs to make Canadian ex-servicemen 
nostalgic for London’s variety shows. 
There’s romantic interest, of course, 
supplied by beauteous Kay Kendall, 
playing the role of Patsy, leading show- 
girl, who is all-love and sympathy for 
Jerry. Together they introduce the new 
dance, “The ’Ampstead Way,” which is 





a more frolicsome Lambeth Walk, and Tomorrow’s styles are yours today in these dramatic 
| they do some nice rendering of Jimmy Du-Val Handbags of Hand-Polished Saddle Hide. 
Van Heusen’s tunes, notably “My Heart , : ae 
Firmly established Goes Crazy.” Beautifully finished inside . . . deep compartments 


Various well-known names appear as 
signatures to the “London Town” pro- 


with shavers everywhere are 


Rubbeset’s: pave bedoer — removable cosmetic bags. Adjustable strap to swag- 





brushes. All live up to the ject. Elliot Paul was co-author of the ger over the shoulder, or carry over your arm. In 
Rubberset reputation screen play. Wesley Ruggles was pro- sie rs 
for holding more | ducer and director, and working with Satin Black, Town Brown, Tobacco, Wine or Hunter 
water, making more him was a battery of experts who obvi x : yl 
ather. F 5 ; a ale r Green. Ask to see these unique Du-Val Handbags at 
lather. From $5.00. | ously had their orders to go all-out. q 
Gee the famous Rabberest It’s a movie worth seeing if only for better stores everywhere. Popularly priced. M-1847 
line of Shaving Brushes the ingenious technical effects, or for the 
today at any drug or vivid fidelity of color, or for the massed 


department store. ‘close-ups of English show-girls who have 

a different, maturer look compared with 

° the U. S. type. But why, oh why, did 

nse 78 old-time burlesquer Tessie O’Shea have 


DURABLE LEATHER PRODUCTS: 


to do her unamusing clowning, not once a division of 
but in three scenes? And why did the DURABLE ASSOCIATED COMPANIES 
pace of the show have to slow down for a ee en ere 


avelogue by excursi e 
SHAVING BRUSHES | Laas YOUR ASSURANCE OF QUALITY... STYLE... VALUE 


DU-VAL PRODUCTS: 


rainwear, sportsweor, casual wear, 
handbags, umbrellas, belts 
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Perfume 17.50; 5.75; 3.00 
Toilet Water 5.85 
Bath Powder 3.75 


Face Powder 3.00 


HARRIET 


This glorious fragrance 
carries through 

a series of 

beauty luxuries— 

each one 


a joy to use. 


HUBBARD 


of 

















Fashion Shorts 


7 e « @ preview of trends 


ONTINUING sound and fury over 

the new look. But who can stay 
the dipping of hemlines .. . the 
dropping of shoulder padding? Who 
can stem the tide? 


Two silhouettes emerge as the dust 
of battle clears. The cocoon (new and 
happier designation of barrel) boxes the 
waist and wraps the hips. The ballerina 
corsets the waist, bells over the hips. 
You pays your money and you takes 
your choice. 


New direction for hats. They turn 
right of centre... and grow more 
minute. Many the side glances that 
will be directed at you in your dashingl, 
tilted beret. 


Quills shoot skyward on these fetch- 
ing little numbers. One canny designer 
foresees trouble getting into cars o1 
sitting in the theatre. So she attaches 
them with a button and you can wheel 
them forward out of harm’s way. 
Appropriate ly called “taxi-hats.” 


Bicorns, tricorns, and now quatr 
corns. To point to the four corners o! 
the world. 


Wearing your hair in a smoot! 
chignon? No need to hide your light 
under a bushel of hat. For you there’s 
a brim split at the back to display you 
coiffure. 


Shades of the Mauve Decade! And 
today’s styles are reminiscent of that 
romantic era. Colors too. Mauve crepes 
and wools will be winter favorites. 
Violet and purple hats will complement. 

What’s in a name? Plenty in the 
colors named from moods and habits. 
Chatterbox for instance—a 
A dangerous 


forsythia 
vellow, bright, bright. 
orangy red called Gossip. How true! 
Whisper, an ephemeral blue. Repartec 

..a light grey-green... or is it 
green-grey? Can’t quite put your finger 
on it. Ad Lib is right for a blasé neutral 
sandalwood. 


Satins will have as many hucs as 
Joseph’s coat. Deep blue, green, tan- 
gerine, grey, bronze and pink. You can 
still take your allure in black, though. 


You knew it was high fashion to 
match long gloves to your evening 
décolletage. Now you'll sce opaque 
nylons in the vibrant colors of ballet- 
length satin gowns. How dazzling do 


you want to be? 


Of all things, prints will be subdued. 
Black and grey on backgrounds of 
restrained plum, taupe and green. Very 
much in the mood Victorian. 


You’re advanced if you bring up the 
rear. With a gown that goes from a 
sheathed front into a bustle back. The 
height of evening elegance. 





Here’s a newcomer 


with an enviable record already 
and a brilliant future. A mohair 
and wool fabric with the warmth 
and insulation qualities of thick- 
est fur, but incredibly light in 
weight. During war years it was 
developed to meet the urgent 
need for a material that could 
withstand subze-o temperatures 
but would be light enough for 
fast action and comfortable 
wearing. You see it now in an 
all-purpose hooded coat, white 
and light as a snowflake, done up 
with a colorful lining of red 
with ski motifs. Deacon Brothers 


All in one. A fur stole and muff. 
Squirrel sweeps around the shoulders of 
your black coat and turns up into a muff 
at one end. A happy thought. 


Snowbound readers, please file for 
next summer: Gold kid shoes for 
daytime wear (repeat, daytime) with 
matching bag and belt. Start now if 
you’re Bermuda-bound. 


Navy gets an admiral’s salute from 
afternoon wools. In flattering, flaring 
Navy velvet trims en- 
hance their loveliness, 


princess lines. 


cae 
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) PROPORTIONED-RIGHT PANTIES 





At last, the perfection 
panty! Feather-fashioned 


and lovely as lingerie can 












L 
s be. Yet a unique crotch 
with four-way bias stretch 
/ ; . 
— to give maximum freedom 
7 and comfort. Eliminates 
in a vertical dine all binding and bunching. 
tion to give ease 
when bending Wears and wears and 
' wears! Ask for a Lennard’s 
Encore garment next time 
++. and ever after! 
i 
r @ 
r ; > 
* ull fashioned seat 
t ’ is a special feature 
~-provides cornfort, 
1 freedom and longer 
wear, 
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Regd Trademark Applied For 
ENNARD & SONS Lig 
aS ny ae IT 
1 Pe TARIO 
‘ 
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Suit jackets become snugger and 
shorter. And easier to wear. By spring 
they'll wind up as boleros over long 
ballerina skirts, 


About waist belts? Well, they're 
St pposed to take anywhe re from one and 


a half to two inches off your middie. 


} 
i 
| 





| sively? 





But 


boned batistes do the best 


Satin elastic ones most comfortable. 
they 


Say 
iing-in job. They push up your 
di..piiragm too, Make you sit and stand 

traight. 


About hips? The thigh-length corse- 
let, generously padded at the hips. Has 
to do with that look” for ful! 
skirts, short jackets. 


“ 
new 


Gayest deceivers. Those strapless 
sun dresses, resort-bound now, heading 
your way this summer. Built-in and 
boned bras and corselets for doing you 
know what. 


Give a simple black wool this year’s 
look with a flaring pouf of black taffeta 
at the waist. Smaller poufs at the 
neckline and cuffs. A nimble needle 
makes all the difference. 


Want to compromise? Inexpen- 
Try a separate dark skirt 12 
off the ground. Circular or 
dirndl-full . . . you know best. For 
evening, add a glamour blouse. For 
daytime, and the long look, a matching 
simple blouse and a w - i -d - e belt. 


inches 


Such juggling! 


J Shawls for evening . . . shawls fo: 


daytime. Filmy laces and nets for bare 
shoulders after dark. Sturdy tweeds and 
plaids for skirts and casuals. 
Daytimers set a smart new style with 
deep end-pockets. 


wool 


Capes are coming. Flared and 
hooded like the greatcoats of autumn. 
‘To animate the spring scene. 


Prom-trotter’s delight. A volumin- 
ous skirt in the satin of sophisticates. 
Topped by a velvet jacket, organdie 
dickey, and youthful charm. She'll be 
delighted with this compromise between 
the demure and the worldly. 


There’s a new dull note in nylons. 
The surface which up till now was on 
the inside of the stocking. 
hosiery company has reversed its knit- 


So one 


ting process, turned the dull side out. 
No sheen. No shine. Sheer joy. 


For a handsome example of th« 
give you. the 


With dolman 


Persian- 


cocoon silhouette we 
tubular cutaway coat. 
. outsize pockets, 


stand-up collar. 


sleev es . 
lamb accented 
For the woman of distinction. 


Black and white notes to play in 
your winter wardrobe. White to fur 
your tippet or the collar of your suit 
Black accenting a white tweed 
ensemble. White for the hat poised 
dramatically over a raven expanse of 


dress. 


coat. 


Cinderella changed at midnight. 
You change at six o'clock. Into a bare- 
throated, full - skirted dinner dress. 
Fashion now draws a sharp line between 


work and play. # 
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“It’s the tobacco 
that counts” 


CORK TIP 
and PLAIN 










Ces ae 
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FLOWER MIST . . . fragrant guides to 

giving . . . in five famous scents . . . 

Blue Grass Flower Mist, 1.75 to 

5.50; with atomizer, 2.50; gift-wrapped 

2.00, 2.75; White Orchid, June Geranium 

and Carnation, 1.50 and 2.50; “It's You" 2.50. 


BLUE GRASS PERFUME... . luxurious and 
distinctive . . . in two dram size with sprinkler 


top, 3.75; other bottles from 2.00 to 70.00. 


BLUE GRASS GIFT SETS . . . the perfect 
fragrance to give or to wear yourself... 
in delightfully gay sets . . . from 

3.75 to 30.00; also other enchanting 





combinations in wonderful scents .. . 


2.25 to 16.50. 


OVAL VANITY . . 


antique snuff box, it is beautifully 


. fashioned after an 


engraved and golden in colour 


- » . with sifter and puff, 6.00 


WEEK-END BEAUTY BOX... in simulated 
alligator in Black, Red, Brown, 

Blue and in simulated Natural Rawhide 

. . « fitted with the famous Elizabeth Arden 


Essentials for loveliness . . . 25.00. 





At Smartest Shops 
in Every 
Town. 








Ten Minutes 


Every hair in place. This 
takes the assistance of a hand 
mirror so you'll get not only a 
head-on view but a survey of 
sides and back as well. Plan 
your hair style well in advance 
so all you have to do is run a 
comb over it, see that partings 
are straight and tidy, and that 
there are no wispy ends floating 
out behind. 

Resist the temptation to try 
something new at the ninth 
hour. Reserve experiments for 
more leisurely times—not just 
a few seconds before the door 
bell’s due to ring. 





Is your face on right? Scrutinize 
your make-up in a good strong light. 
The bathroom mirror will give a more 
honest report than a dressing table 
just softly glowing with shaded lamps. 
Search out lines of demarcation. Make 
sure your foundation blends up to your 
hairline, well behind your ears and right 
down to the neckline of your dress. 
Blot out flakiness or gobs of powder that 
look like white dust. (The special places 
to watch are under the eyes and down 
the sides of your nose.) Eye make-up 
must look discreet and natural even 
under the glare of an unshaded electric 
light bulb. Be sure lipstick shapes your 
mouth, leaving no blurry edges and no 
red marks decorating a front tooth, 



















Full dress parade. Take a couple of 
minutes before a long mirror for a 
once-over from head to toe. Are your 
shoulders tidy? If you’ve run a comb 
through your hair, the back of your dress 
will need to be brushed off in a clean 
sweep of stray hairs or a sprinkling of 
dandruff. And you know how that looks 
on a dark dress! 

Watch your neck line. Lingerie straps 
have an annoying habit of slipping into 
view. Fasten your bra and slip straps 
together with lingerie clasps, and 
anchor them firmly out of sight. See 
that the side zipper of your dress is 
locked and the tab turned down. 

Turn slowly around to make sure your 
petticoat isn’t showing, that stockings 
are pulled tight and neatly fitting around 
ankles, that the seam is dead-centred up 
the back of your leg, that shoes are well 
brushed. If you’re wearing black suede, 
do the brushing before you put ’em on. 
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To bo! 


by ADELE WHITE 
Health and Beauty Editor 





He’s calling for you at nine, and it’s a very 
special party. Use those last few minutes to 
check your good-grooming points. You’ll make 
your entrance later with complete confidence! 






















Sketches by John Livingston, 


Check your evening bag: Let’s see what 
you need—powder compact, rouge, lipstick, 
eye-shadow, several hairpins, a few bobby 
pins, some small safety pins for that fluster- 
making moment when something important 
snaps! Also a fresh and lacy handkerchief 
disposable tissue is fine for blow but a crisp 
hankie with a frisk of perfume is in the party 
tradition. Got some small change? You'll 
need dimes and quarters for tipping purposes 
the maid in the ladies’ room will give you 
service with a smile for a small reward. 

And if you’re a smoker, take along a supply 
of your own brand. Men are so funny—they 
hate being pestered for cigarettes all evening. 


Line up accessories: Your jewelry has been chosen well in advance 
(naturally!) so there’s no last-minute scramble to find a missing earring or a 
matching bracelet. Cut down on confusion by having all accessories neatly 
assembled in one spot. The centre of the bedspread will do nicely. 


Ready to step out? Can you put aside a special pair of overshoes for even- 
ings? It may seem extravagant, but sometimes workaday galoshes or snow 
boots soil the delicate fabric of evening slippers. However, if you own but 
one pair, do have them cleaned at frequent intervals both inside and out. 
Or draw on some old clean sockees over 
your pumps first. (And here’s a thought! 
After you’ve dealt with the overboots, 
give a glance at your hands. They may 
need a quick wash job.) 

Don’t forget your gloves—elegant long 
ones this season. And a scarf to protect 
your hair from playful breezes. 

There’s the doorbell! All set? Ready 
... go! You'll have a wonderful evening 
because you’ve planned your campaign 
like a brilliant methodical Montgomery. 
And you’re not forgetting how he piled up 
victories, are you? # 
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A very little o 
something very lovely 


GOYA, Europe's most discussed perfumer, presents 
three of bis rarest creations in tiny handbag 
phials! Each phial of loveliness contain a few precious 
drops of a flawless Goya perfume — suffictent 
to provide weeks of individual charm. With all 
three in your handbag, you can become, at will, three 
different women of subtly separate charm! 
These tiny phials of Goya's perfect creations 
await you now at your favourite perfume 


counter —Try them! 


The gift bottle, 21 dollars 
The handbag phial, 75 cents 


‘GARDENIA’ 
True, Fresh, Bittersweet 


‘STUDIO’ 
Twilit, Romantic 


“GREAT EXPECTATIONS’ 
Subtle, Alluring 





M 


161 e 


ADE, PACKED AND SEALED IN ENGLAND BY 


ce 


NEW BOND STREET e 


LONDON « W.1 





Brief Encounter 





i 


You'd never imagitle so much coul 
from jhe ancient P:}ach & judy rou 
because an attractive young coup 

Marquetje put 
together th have fun with dolls 


and Hal 
savin 


develop 
tine! All 

e Renné 
thpir lwits and 








By Lotta Dempsey 


JOT MANY of the fellows slugging it 
out at Ortona during the Italian 
campaign would have guessed how 
Sergeant-Major Marquette planned 






4 

to spend his rehabilitation grant. 
For the young Canadian N.C.O. was 
dreaming 
didn’t detract too noticeably from the 


in such moments as dreaming 
business of staying alive—about invest- 
ing in a trunkful of dolls. Dolls with 
strings. A troupe of fantasy actors and 
a miniature theatre well stocked with 
props, that would tour the country to 
the tune of public laughter and applaus« 
and the happy tinkle of a cash register. 
headliners under 
the intriguing monicker of the Mar 
quette Imaginettes. The title hit him in 
a moment of the 39-day Ortona sieg 


Puppets—to become 


when something with less future and 
more immediate implications missed. 

Not that the successful Marquett« 
today—170 
and the variety of other extra- 


Imaginettes of puppets 
strong 
ordinary animated properties into whic! 
they have led their creator, rose full- 
bodied out of smoke-and-powder day- 
Hal Marquett« 
had left a ballroom dance act and his 
pretty and talented partner-wife back 


dreams during battle. 


home in Toronto when he went overseas 
with the Toronto Irish. He hadn’t 
been in fighting country long before his 
theatrical training was put to work 
directing Tin Hats, the only Canadian 
entertainment unit recruited from the 
field and, incidentally, the only Cana- 
dian all-male show ever decorated (and 


; 3 ; 
mentioned in dispatches during the 
“booking” 
suffered several casualties). 


Before he left, Hal and his wife, 


Italian when the company 


Renné, had started to make their 
puppets. Much as they loved to dance, 


and successful as they had been in th. 


ballroom numbers in cabarets, suppe/ 
dances and theatres in Canada and the 
( ° Ree the Vv were reac hing out for some 
congenial work that would permit them a 
more settled life. For shortly before the 
war the team of Marquette and Renneé 
had taken on a new member. As a third 
generation trouper himself, Hal was 
determined that daughter Marilyn was 
to be no trunk-lid baby, raised in back- 
stage dressing rooms. So the young 
couple, spurred on by a ventriloquist 
they had met on tour, who thought 
puppets couldn’t be much harder to turn 
out than his own handmade dummies, 
started to experiment. They both loved 
the little wooden people on strings, and 
as they believe 
with the 


felt a strong sympathy 
all successful puppeteers must 
personal identities of their mechanized 
actors. Standing in his studio workshop 
in Toronto, surrounded by racks of smal! 
wooden figures in various stages ol 
creation, tall genial Hal will remark as 
he motivates an acrobatic dancer for 
you, “Of course, she’s used to working 
with my wife—but this will give you 
some idea of what she can do.” 


THE FIRST puppets, carved (after 
months of trial and error) of basswood, 
and beautifully costumed, were almost 
ready for rehearsal when Hal went over- 
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who had been studying 


Renné 
dressmaking at technical school when sh« 


scas, 
met and married her fellow-student 

was a clever designer. All she had to do 
was scale down the technique that pro- 
herself and 


lov ely clothes for 


Marilyn, to fit iigures anywhere from 


duce d 


12 inches to three and a half feet high. 
And 


patterns, what could be simpler than 


since she never bothered with 


to produce any type of costume for 
which Hal had a picture or made one of 
his own sketches? Hal had completed a 
course in mechanical draftsmanship, on 
the advice of his father (as against a day 
when he might want to leave the stage), 
so the productionof scenery, background, 
settings, and the mechanics of animating 
his puppets were problems well within 
his reach. 

It was at this point that the Mar- 
family like 
many millions of young couples every- 
where —took time out for war. When he 
got back Hal had a much clearer idea of 


the flesh and 


quette story that of so 


just how his two families 
blood one and the one on strings 
would proceed to make their dreams 
come true, 

For three months, while the rehab. 
grant dwindled, Hal and Renné con- 
tinued to work feverishly on puppets, 
costumes, sets, recordings, and ideas for 
production. Daughter Marilyn, who 
grew up with puppets instead of rattles, 
was already in on the deal, helping to 
carve rough body shells from which the 
ligures are made, using her small, clever 
lingers to fashion eyelashes of fine wire 
of the type 


required by surgeons 





e poe 


wancy © 


for tying brain ligatures and secured, 
with other props of a like sort, from 
medical supply houses. 

Came the night of the first booking—a 
show at a frater uty party at the Roy al 
York Hotel. The nervous producers 
arrived at four in the afternoon to pre- 
pare a show for 11 p.m. (They now take 
an hour to set up.) They had written 
their own manuscript for variety turns, 
prepared a score and made recordings. 
By 11 they had “warmed 
thoroughly that the performers were 
probably more animated (Hal says) than 
They hit it 
and have been doing 


up” so 


they have ever been since. 
right on the nose 
so ever since. It was a strange feeling, 
projecting their own ability to act and 
dance into the suddenly alive little figures. 
It has never ceased to fascinate them, 
although both claim, when they are 
working a show together, and a certain 
amount of mad improvisation goes on, 
that the puppets sometimes “take it 
away” on their own! Especially the 
monkey, who is apt to go off on some 
And the seal. 
They are almost superstitious about the 
seal. So dissatisfied with just any seal 
they could find or make were the two 
Marquettes that they spent hours one 
day in the New York Zoo, watching and 
making sketches. Now they’ve done a 
seal so lifelike that ... well... you can 
figure it your way, but the Marquettes 
know what they think, especially Marilyn. 


pretty weird gyrations. 


THAT FIRST performance was two 
years ago. Today the Marquettes can 
# Continued on page 76 
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LONGED-FOR 
GIFTS BY 


RONSON 
¢ 


Ronson “Standard”, chromium 


and enamel finish sia 





th b 


, 





Few gilts are so appealing i 
none more useful than lighters 
by Ronson. Press, it ’s lit! cee 


Release, it 8 out! as . with every 





smoke they light, for years to 


come, the memory of your Ronson “Whirlwind” .with dis- 


appearing win Ishield “#e $10 


thoughtfulness will be rekindled. 


When you see with what sincere 
delight your Ronson gift is re- 
ceived, you ll marvel that a 
so ob- 


present sO impressive... 


viously the proud product of in- 





comparable craftsmanship s+ tan Ronson “Gem”, dainty lighter 


I, | | d tor ladies .. . $8 
offer so much value at so modest 


a price. 














Featuring the famous 
Ronson safety-action: 


one-finger ... One-motion 


PRESS, IT’S LIT! 
RELEASE, IT’S OUT! 
Safely out the instant you lift your finger. 


Ronson “Standard”, handsome- 


ly engine-turned c+. Oe 


Ronson “Crown”, an exquisite silver-plated table 






lighter Smart for dinner table and every room in 


.- $13.50 


the home . 


ONSON 


WORLD’S GREATEST LIGHTER 
RONSON ART METAL WORKS (CANADA) LTD., Toronto, Ont. 


ON THE AIR... Hear 
RONSON'’S “20 QUES. 
TIONS" every Saturday 
P.M. (Mon. P. M. Van- 
CBC Do- 


minion Netw ork.) 


couver over 
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Bath Set 


Heavenly-scented 
Cashmere Bouquet 
Dusting Powder 
with Peach Beauty 
Letion. 


All-Purpose 
Set 


Exotic “Rose Ra- 
chel” Face Powder 
with ... Cashmere Bouquet 3-Pur- 
pose Cream and Peach Beauty 
Lotion. 





& Teen-Age Set 


6 @ § Another Cashmere 

Bouquet Gift Box 

contains “Rose 

Rachel” Face 

Powder with harmonizing “Holly” 
Rouge and Lipstick. 







Still others to suit every taste! 
See them at your nearest 
drug or cosmetic counter! 



















Makeup Set 


New, ultra-smart 
“Naturelle” shade 
Face Powder, Rouge 


and Lipstick with 

soothing Cashmere 

Bouquet Beauty 
Lotion, 


Good Christian men, your voices raise! 
Laud the Babe in prayer and praise, 
While less than half the world away 
Men and women gaunt and grey 
Huddle in the bitter weather 

Holding body and soul together. 





a 


Peace on the earth! To men good-will! 

Peal the glad notes from hill to hill, 

While Palestine’s towns are soiled with blood 
And children of Athens weep for food, 

And “brotherhood” very much threatens to be 
A piratical kind of diplomacy. 


di it sep At ab ABA ARE DCB LAE NES RIEDEL ADEE AEDES tne ALLER RE ROLE 






Joy to the world! All people rejoice! 

Echo the tidings with jubilant voice! 

Silver the tinsel and crimson the holly, 
Hearthfires are glowing, and kitchens are jolly. 
While just on the other side of the earth 
Millions of children are cursing their birth. 


New Beauty Set 
Cashmere Bou- wv 
quet “Rose Ww 
Rachel” Face 

Powder ... with 


a large jar of light, fluffy 
3-Purpose Cream. 







Big Value Set 


Another Gift Box ‘ 
contains “‘Natur- eo 
elle” Face Pow- 


der and a Jarge 
jar of rich, creamy Cashmere 
Bouquet Cold Cream. 


by Blanche Pownall Garrett 





Decoration by Leslie C. Wookey 


. 
: 


All over Canada... from tranquil countrysides to hurrying cities... Christmas means home. 

Canadians, home means hospitality. . open house ,.entert ining old friends and w eleoming strander 
Fortunate th *home with tine \\ all ice Sterling to érace the tabl. Wallace Sterling with its exclusive 
“Third Dimension Beauty.” the qu ity of superior artistry in which the tront, profil und back are 
blends d into a complete unity ot be auty, For ¢ hristmas...for year-r sund... choose one ot the \ allace 


lesigns illustrated above: at the left. Stradivari; at the right. Rose Point... both made in Canada. 


WALLACE SILVERSMITHS, TORONTO. CANADA 


IFBTIMI NOTHING 
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WALLACE 
STERLING 


THIRD DIMENSION BEAUTY 


‘Be auly Beau ly Be auly 
én Front on rofile tn Back 


NEST WILL SATISFY 
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Cake Perfection 


DEMANDS CAKE FLOUR 
MADE BY SPECIALISTS 


A the experience and resources of this com- 
pany are directed towards the making of no 
other flour, than superfine Swans Down Cake Flour. 
From selection of fine soft Canadian wheat — to 
sifting and re-sifting through silk, and kitchen 
testing by our many Home Economics experts — 
our only aim is to make flour that makes better 
cakes. That's why, consistently, cakes are lighter, 
even-textured, more tender and melting, with 
Swans Down. 

Don’t risk other expensive ingredients with less 
than the finest flour! Give all your cakes the advan- 
tage of Swans Down — the flour that makes every 
woman a better cake maker. 


M-M-M-M-M-M-M-MI—DELICIOUS 


the snowy, melting tenderness of this 


SILVER MOON CAKE* 


3 cups sifted Swans Down Cake Flour 
3 teaspoons Calumet Baking Powder 
¥2 teaspoon salt 

%3 cup butter or other shortening 

1% cups {suger 

1 cup milk 

1 teaspoon vanilla 

5 egg whites 


Sift flour once, measure, add baking powder and salt; 
sift three times. Cream butter, add sugar gradually; cream 
until light. Add flour, alternately with milk, ‘a small 
amount at a time; beat smooth after each 
addition, Add vanilla. Beat egg whites until 
they hold up in moist peaks. Stir quickly but 
thoroughly into batter. Bake in three greased 
9-inch layer pans in moderate oven (375°F.) 
20 to 25 minutes. Good with lemon, orange 
or chocolate frosting. 


*You'll find a grand 2-layer white cake 
on the Swans Down package—and 7 
other tested cake recipes, 


Brought to you by exclusive 
makers of cake flour 


CAKE FLOUR 


A Product of General Foods 


a 
Association 


by Byrne Hepe Sanders 


HE PLACE was Ottawa; the time, 
late September; the weather, tor- 
rential rains; the setting, one of 
the big conference rooms in the 
Chateau Laurier. 

For long weary hours, more than 100 
women from all the provinces in Canada 
struggled with the creation of a new 
national organization. At the end of a 
good 20 hours’ labor—the Canadian 
Association of Consumers was born, 
The women stood to give it three cheers, 
and a tiger. 

The Association might be termed a 
War Baby, facing what is hoped will be 
a life of usefulness in a world at peace. 
For it was what they learned during the 
war with Consumer Branch of Wartime 
Prices and Trade Board that made 
these leaders of women interested in 
carrying on consumer work into the 
years ahead. 

The women who assisted in the birth 
of the organization were presidents of 
national organizations and of the major 
French-speaking groups. Present also, 
because of their experience during the 
war, were chairmen of the Regional 
Advisory Committees of Consumer 
Branch. To make sure that there was a 
sound rural viewpoint, provincial presi- 
dents of the Women’s Institutes were 
also there. 

Every point of view was represented 
by women of all ages, and of all political 
opinions. There was much argument, 
and endless discussion; but there was 
agreement on the main points. 


First, the need for such an organiza- 
tion. Its existence was approved unani- 
mously. All the women agreed that 
there was need to fulfill its purpose: 

“To develop a more enlightened 
opinion on economic affairs and 
consumer interests, and to express 
this opinion in such a way as to 
benefit the home, the community and 
the nation.” 

To do this properly, delegates agreed 
that C.A.C, should be independent of 
any outside financial assistance from 
any source. They want to be voluntary, 
independent, democratic, completely 
controlled by the members, 


~ ® BY 


MRS, R. J. MARSHALL, 
President. 


MRS, W. P. M. KENNEDY, 
Vice-President. 


MME. GERARD PARIZEAU, 
Vice-President. 


MRS. A. S. WHITELEY, 
Recording Secretary. 


a" 
MRS. F. E. WRIGHT 
Corresponding Secretary. 


MISS D. E. TAYLOR, 
Treasurer 








Bay 
awn please! 


The best gift for Baby is a useful 


gift! 


A Baby’s Own Bath Set is particu- 
larly useful because it contains all 
| threefamous Baby's Own products. 





It’s sure to please both mother and 
' baby. The mother—because she 
; knows Baby’s Own Toiletries are 


g recommended by doctors 


of his delicate skin. 


Be sure your gift pleases. Give a 


Baby’s Own Bath Set! 
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nurses. The baby—because the 
gentle, soothing action of Baby's 
Own Toiletries prevents irritation 


On sale in two sizes: 60¢ and $1.10 


Babys Own 


BATH SET 


containing 


BABY’S OWN SOAP 


BABY'S OWN OIL 
BABY’S OWN POWDER 


| 
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Initial expenses for the organization 


were met by the Government. A num- 


ber of delegates felt that because of the 
educational program planncd, it would 
be quite in order to ask Parliament to 
vote a sum of money for financing. 
Those who wanted to do this felt that 
if a sum were voted by all parties in the 
louse there could be no objection. But 
the majority of women were emphatic 
in the desire to finance themselves, and 
to be completely independent in express- 
ing the opinion of consumers across the 
country. 

C.A.C. will, therefore, be financed by 
a membership fee. Invitation to join 
will be given to all Canadian women. 


Further hours of debate narrowed 
the aims and objects of the Association 
to four. 

1.To unite women’s strength as 
consumers; to work for the im- 
provement of standards of living 
in Canadian homes. 

2. To study consumer problems and 
make recommendations for their 
solution, 

3. To circulate information on mat- 
ters of consumer interest and to 
secure and evaluate opinions. 

4. To bring the views of consumers to 
the attention of Government, trade 
and industry, and to provide a 
channel for information from these 
to the consumer. 

How these objectives will be reached 
is the responsibility of the Executive 
Committee, and the Board of Directors. 
Over 30 women were elected to the 
latter body. It is planned to organize 
the Association provincially, and locally. 
Provincial delegates are working on 
these developments now. 





Throughout the sessions the women | 


made it clear that they intended to get 
the facts before making any recommen- 
dation, and that they wanted to get all 
points of view on the problem. In the 
conference room alone, were many 
contradictory ideas as expressed by 
rural, urban and labor representatives. 
“Fact-finding” was stressed repeatedly 
as the women listened to differing points 
of view. The officers of the Association 
will enquire into “situations and causes, 
assemble information and distribute it, 
ask opinions, consider suggestions and 
make recommendations in the light of 
information and considered judgment.” 


The field of study on which the 
Association will embark includes such 
matters as: 

The standard of consumer goods, 
quality of children’s shoes, sizing of 
clothing, the proper handling of ma- 
terials; color fastness and shrinkage. 

The prices of consumer goods; money 
management in the home; the distribu- 
tion costs of goods and services; housing; 
the importance of foreign trade on 
Canada’s standard of living; the expen- 
diture of government and the better 
functioning of democracy. 


The job of work awaiting the fledg- 
ling organization, as can be seen, is an 
awesome one. But the delegates present 
during the grue!ling two-day session, 
representative of all women’s national 
organizations, were hopeful that, if 
taken step by step, the task could be 
handled efficiently and effectively. # 
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WHICH do you buy 
when you buy Coffee? 














































Very ordinary flavour! Nothing to rave about! 


Coffee that’s not at its best! 

Too bad! — But what else can you expect if you will 
buy coffee in a container that lets air get at the coffee? 
Air — you know — spoils coffee flavour faster than any- 
thing does. 





Rich, full, roaster-fresh flavour! Flavour that makes 
you, your family, your guests exclaim — “Marvellous! 
Simply marvellous coffee!” 

Wise buyer! Keep right on getting coffee in the 
vacuum-packed metal can! This container a/ways de- 
livers coffee roaster-fresh as the day it was packed! 
Reason — the vacuum-packed metal can keeps out all air 
indefinitely. 


AMERICAN CAN COMPANY 


MONTREAL 


HAMILTON TORONTO WINNIPEG VANCOUVER 


CONTAINER - PROTECTS LIKE THE CAN* 
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NYLON ...takes to the Ski Runs 


eee AND SKIERS TAKE TO NYLON, NOW AVAILABLE IN A WIDE RANGE OF 


SMARTLY STYLED SKI JACKETS. TESTED AND APPROVED BY TOP NOTCH 
PROS. THESE LIGHTWEIGHT WINDPROOF GARMENTS OFFER EXCEPTIONAL 
WARMTH AND, REMEMBER, THEY RETAIN THEIR FRESH APPEARANCE 
UNDER ALL CONDITIONS. WHY? BECAUSE OF THE QUALITIES INHERENT 
IN NYLON FABRIC: MOISTURE RESISTANCE, RUGGED DURABILITY AND 
LIGHTNESS THAT ELIMINATES BULK. COME WINTER, SHOP FOR ONE OF 
THESE NYLON SKI JACKETS, IDENTIFIED BY THE TAG WHICH IS YOUR 


GUIDE TO QUALITY NYLON MERCHANDISE. 


NY=-47-8 
NYLON DIVISION «© CANADIAN INDUSTRIES LIMITED « P.O. BOX 10, MONTREAL 
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1 SUPPOSE all of us, when we think of 
Christmas, recall Charles Dickens and 
our own childhood. So today, from an 
apartment in Montreal, looking across 
the street to a new neon sign, I think 
back to Dickens and Halifax and the 
world suddenly becomes smaller, shab- 
bier and more comfortable, and one 
more proof is registered that comfort 
is a state of mind, having little to do with the 
number of springs hidden inside your mattress or 
the upholstery in your car. 

Charles Dickens should have lived in Halifax. 
If he had, that brown old town would have 
acquired a better reputation in Canada than it 
now enjoys, for all over the world people would 
have known what it was like. Halifax, especially 
a generation or two ago, was a town Dickens 
could have used. 

There were dingy basement kitchens all over 
the town where rats were caught every day. The 
streets w full of teamsters, hard-looking men 
with lean jaws, most of them, and at the entrance 
to the old North Street Station cab drivers in 
long coats would mass behind a heavy anchor 
chain and terrify travellers with bloodcurdling 
howls as they bid for fares. Whenever there 
was a southeast wind, harbor bells moaned behind 
the wall of fog that cut the town off from the 
rest of the world. Queer faces peered at you 
suddenly from doorways set flush with the streets. 


by Hugh MacLennan 


When a regiment held a smoker in the old 
Masonic Hall you could see a line beginning to 
form in the early morning, waiting for the big 
moment at midnight when the doors would be 
thrown open to the town and any man could get 
a free drink who could reach the hogsheads. 

For all these things Dickens would have loved 
Halifax, even for the pompous importers who 
stalked to church on Sunday mornings, swinging 
their canes and complaining that they never had 
a chance to hear a decent sermon. He would 
have loved it for the waifs and strays and beach- 
combers and discharged soldiers and sailors whom 
the respectable never seemed to notice, for all 
the numerous aspects of the town that made 
Halifax deplorable and marvellous. 

If Dickens had been given a choice of a 
Canadian town in which to spend Christmas, 
that’s where I think he would have gone, for 
his most obvious attitude toward Christmas was 
that it was necessary. Dickens was no scientist 
or organizer. Instead of liking The People, he 
simply liked people. And so, inevitably, he liked 
places where accidents were apt to happen. In 


Halifax accidents were happening all the time. 
Think of the way he writes about Christmas— 
a perfect Christmas for him was always a chapter 
of preposterous accidents. No, I don’t think 
he would have chosen to spend his Christmas in 
Westmount or Toronto, for he’d be fairly sure 
that neither of those places needed it. 

Today we know too much. Having become 
democratic by ideology, we are divided into 
groups which eye each other like dull strangers 
at a dull party, polite in public and nasty when 
each others’ backs are turned. Today we are 
informed by those who know that if we tell 
children about Santa Claus we will probably turn 
them into neurotics. Today we believe in 
universal justice and in universal war to effect it, 
and because Santa Claus gives the rich more than 
he gives the poor, lots of us think it better that 
there should be no Santa Claus at all. Today 
we are technicians, and the more progressive 
among us see no reason why love and hope should 
not be organized in a department of the govern- 
ment, planned by a politician and administered 
by trained specialists. Today we have a super- 
colossal Santa Claus for The Customer: he sits 
in the window of department stores in a cheap 
red suit, stringy whiskers and a mask which is a 
caricature of a face, and for a month before every 
Christmas he laughs Continued on page 72 


The brilliant author of “Two Solitudes” explores two poignant memories of 
Christmas in childhood and Halifax — that brown old town which Dickens 
would have loved, where a fierce dowager like Mrs. Urquhart and a basement 
waif like Chester could, between them, prove the reality of Santa Claus 
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T WAS the one Christmas Molly always remem- 
bered with complete clarity, like a movie {lm 
which she could put in the projector of her mind 

and run through once again. She didn’t think of 

that Christmas often—only when she heard or 
read a prediction involving the end of the world, then 
it would all come back. The old-fashioned farm parlor 
with the overstuffed horsehair settee and chairs, the 
bearded portrait of her grandfather on the wall, and 
beside it a smaller picture of her grandmother in a 
high lace collar, her lips compressed into a prim line. 

It was Christmas Eve of 1920, and she was eight, 
small for her age, with blue enquiring eyes, and 
molasses-colored hair parted on one side and tied 
with the inevitable large bow that her mother thought 
so pretty, and Molly hated. She could feel again the 
warmth from the ornate stove, see the glow of the 
crackling wood through the tiny panes of mica in 
the door. 

She was sitting cross-legged on the floor, stringing 
popcorn for the Christmas tree that Dave, her 
wother, had cut and brought in from the bush, and 
through her mind was running a little half-song, “‘ The 
end of the world is coming! The end of the world! 
Coming tomorrow at noon—on Christmas Day at noon! 
There was a funny feeling in her stomach, and she 
didn’t quite know whether she should be frightened 
or excited. Not for an tnstant did she doubt the truth 
of her little silent song, because it had been in the 
paper, and at eight years old Molly believed implicitly 
in the printed word. 

She had heard Mama and her sister Lillian talking 
about it that afternoon. Mama had said, “* Yes, some 
so-called prophet in California has predicted it.” 
Mama was laughing, so Molly had known it couldn't 
be too bad. 

But Lillian hadn’t laughed. “It can go right ahead 
and end for all of me,” she had said with an indifferent 
shrug. 

Mama had scolded. “You shouldn’t talk that way, 
Lillian! You'll soon forget him!” 

They had seen her then, and she had been shoved 


outside to play. 


Che world was going to end that day, at noon 


precisely. Molly didn’t mind — it would be just so much more 


excitement for an eight-year-old’s Christmas. 


Lillian didn’t mind either — her world had 


gone smash days ago, after that quarrel with Steve 


binar My Holy 


by Dorothy Leone Edgar 


Molly wondered who it was that Lillian should 
forget? Lillian had been so different since she had 
come home from the West where she taught school, 
not at all her usual cheerful self, but quiet and sort 
of sad. 

And Lillian wasn’t going back to her school when 
It was all very strange, but 


' 


Ere 
the holidays were ov 
Molly knew that it would do no 
Mama would only say, “Little girls should be seen 


rood to ask questions. 


and not heard.” 

Nor could she ask Mama about the end of the 
world, and there was so much she wanted to know 
about it. Did everything just explode with a terrible 
bang? There’d probably be bright lights, and angels 
would come down to take them to heaven. It would 
require an awful lot of angels, there were so many 
people, and it was all going to be wonderfully exciting. 
She’d have to remember to watch the time so that she 
would be prepared. And there were her toys—she 
couldn’t leave those behind! 

There’d be new ones too! The toys that Santa 
would bring her tonight! She’d been a pretty good 
girl —that is if you overlooked the time she had been 
standing on her head, and had landed feet first in the 
bread dougly Mama was rolling—and then— but surely 
Santa wouldn’t hold those things against her! She 
hadn’t meant to be bad. 

She looked up at her mother anxiously. “I’ve been 


a good girl, haven’t I, Mama? Santa won't forget 


me?” She absent-mindedly popped a fistful of pop- 
corn into her mouth. 

Her mother was draping the long snowy ropes of 
popcorn over the branches of the fir tree. She stopped 
he ! work and pushe d he r glasses up onto her t wrrehead, 
her round pink face suddenly tender as she looked at 
Molly. “Santa will be here, Molly. You’ve no need 
to worry.” She brushed a greying strand of hair 
from her forehead, and nodded emphatically. 

Molly sighed with reli: f. 
so Santa would be here! She picked up another 
handful ef kernels and shoved tim into her mouth 


Her m 


the knuckles with the thimble she wore constantly on 


Mama was always right, 


er bent down, and rapped her briskly on 


her finger as though it grew there. “You'll have none 
left for the tree,” she chided gently, and went back 
to her work. 

Lillian was standing on a chair, pinning an angel 
to the top of the tree; and Molly watched her, think- 
ing how pretty Lillian looked in the soft glow from 
the hanging coal-oil lamp. Her hair was almost as 
golden as the Christmas angel’s, though she didn’t 
look smiling and glad like the angel. Her blue eyes 
were misty as If she wanted to cry, and her full red 
mouth was trembling slightly. She wanted to go to 
Lillian, put her arms around her, and tell her, “‘ Never 
mind, Lillian. I love you.” 

But then she heard Dave stamping his feet in the 
woodshed, and she ran from the parlor, through the 
kitchen to fling open the door for him. “You've got 
the milking done at last,” she cried, jumping up and 
down. “Oh, Dave, hurry! The tree, you should see 
it! It’s going to be beautiful!” 

Her brother grinned down at her, and knocked the 
last of the snow from his boots with his woollen 
mittens. His cheeks were red from the cold, his 
brown eyes teasing as he flicked a dark lock of hair 
off his forehead with a quick jerk of his head. “What? 
Not in bed, youngster? Santa only comes when little 
girls are asleep.” 

Molly giggled. She loved this big brother of hers 
in a very special way. Her father had died when she 
was four so she couldn’t remember him distinctly. 
But there was always Dave to fix a broken toy, or to 
come to her rescue when she climbed too high in the 
barn. And she’d often heard Mama say that she 
didn’t know what she’d do without Dave. 

He scooped her up now, laughing, and carried her 
back to the parlor. + Continued on page . 


Molly wanted to ask her to leave the light 
but knew it wasn’t permitted. “Good 
night, Lillian,” she murmured wistfully. 
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Illustrated by Jack Bush 
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Down Ryan’s Run, one 

of the Laurentian 

thrills, in a custom- 

made black English 

gabardine, especially 

woven for skiing. Suits 

like these will be going Ready for the Kandahar: deep 

to the Olympics meet grey. gabardine suit, done on 

next month. By Irving. the tuck-in principle: hood into 
jacket, jacket into slacks, slacks 
into boots. No pulling out for 
there’s a hip-hugging, stay-put 
band on that jacket. By Fairway. 
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by Evelyn Kelly 
Fashion Editor 


The for ecast Says SHOW. if you're one of the thousands of folks 


all over the country who’ve caught ski fever, you’ll be heading for the 
trails. By plane . . . by special ski trains, puffing out of Montreal, wind- 
ing northward . . . by cars pushing through drifted highways and side 
roads, everybody’s off to high-in-the-hill spots. Places like St. Sauveur 
. . » Mont Gabriel . . . Ste. Adele . . . Mont Tremblant . . . Chalet 
Cochand . . . just to mention some of the names that make 
sweet music to the followers of Canada’s fastest-growing winter sport. 


KI FEVER’S a contagious sort of a thing. You 

watch and wonder... dare you try it? So 

heavenly . . . skimming down a sharp twisting 

hill (precipice to us!) ...down... like a 

long-legged bird, bending, turning. And the 
wind rushing by your face. Then whoops, over a 
jump! Landing somehow miraculously right side up 
and on your feet. Oh, to be graceful and good on skis! 
Or just to be able to stand up on them! 

Even if you prefer the safety of the level, you're 
still one of the crowd. Fun to look around. Love those 
colors dotting the snow. The clean-cut symmetry of 
the fast-moving scene, tied together in a kind of 
general rhythm. Seldom do you see any two skiers in 
identical outfits. But you'll find that the togs they’re 
wearing all have the same fundamental cut to them 
. « « Clean-lined trimness. D-signed for speed. 

One designer says of today’s togs: “The aero- 
dynamic harmony of present-day ski technique calls 
for cutting out the frills. Keeping designs simple, 
functional.” 

Functional. The most frequently used word in a 
ski-wear designer’s vocabulary. Briefly it means: 
special features like deep armholes, complete freedom 
for action. Suits made for the calisthenics of the sport 
. . . bending, twisting . . . all the planned-for moves 
as well as the sudden contortions the pro didn’t 
warn you about. 

Functional also means fabrics that are resistant to 
wind, cold, moisture, but are always lightweight. 
Colors that'll stand up from now till spring skiing 
time. Blacks and greys are favored this season. And 
very new, a deep taupe, slick as ski wax..’ But there’s 
plenty of vividness to be added in jackets, parkas, 
mitts, kerchiefs. About every good strong landscape 
shade. 

Whether you take to the snow for the fun of it . . . 
or because you have to wade through it for the family 
groceries, “functional” means the sensible and 
SMART way to face the toughest weather in our 
rugged Canadian winter. 





“Mommy, take me down 
the Nansen Trail... 
please” At least she’s off 
to a wonderful _ start 
in her diminutive suit, 
exactly like Mother's, 
black gabardine with 
grey. Both monogrammed 
of course. By Irving. 
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Newest on the 
junior horizon, 
the Middi, red 
with navy down- 
hills. It tucks 
in neatly for 
fast action. By 
Deacen Brothers. 
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“You're a nice girl, Elaine,” he said. “No husband? No children?” 


T WAS too dark in the dance hall. Someboc 
idea of romance. But it wasn’t dark enough to 
hide the girl. Dane Winters thought he would just 
stay for the floor show and then leave, but that was 
before he saw her. It was an office dance and about 

like the run of office dances. 

Dane had come down the stairs from the balcony 
and had just stepped onto the edge of the dance floor 
to take another look around and she was standing on 
the fringe of the dancers with a couple of girl friends. 
They were animated the way girls are when they’re 
waiting to be asked to dance, their eyes hopping from 
man to man—that is, the other two were, not the girl. 
She stood there, her eyes a little narrowed, giving 
herself to the music, and going off and on like a neon 


sign. The other two girls looked like marionettes in 
comparison. Like the marionettes in the last act of the 
floor show. It was good there, but it couldn’t compete 
here. 

When the girl saw Dane she stared at him for a long 
time, but impersonally as if he were part of the music, 
then she forgot about the music. She said something 
to the other two girls and they looked very uncon- 
cerned, and she came over to him. 

“You asking me to dance?” she said with a smile. 
There weren’t many girls who could have done it that 
naturally. 

“Could be "a 

She raised her arms. “It’s good music,” she said. 

They began to dance and she forgot about him 


again and concentrated on the music. Not that she 
needed to, to follow him, but as if she had to become 
part of it. At the next break in the dance she came to 
with a sort of wonder in her eyes. 

“That was nice,” she said. “‘ You’re a good dancer,” 

“I’m supposed to say that,” he said. 

She brushed that aside, “You’re a wonderful 
dancer.” 

“Are you surprised?” 

She looked at him then, really surprised. “Yes,” 
she said, 

He knew what she meant all right. They danced as 
if they had been dancing together all their lives. They 
danced like one person, only it was more fun than 
dancing alone. It was as though they were just 
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They Ss two people wanting very different things, going: ) 
in exactly opposite directions. Considering this, it’s strange 
how many times they found themselves in each other’s way 


discovering dancing, had even invented it themselves, 

The music started again and she raised her arms 
to him. He supposed every girl did that when she 
began to dance, because somehow one hand got on 
the man’s shoulder, and the other in his outstretched 
hand. But he had never noticed it done before. 
There was something about the way she did it. 

It was as good as before. Pretty soon he felt her 
head tilt toward his, touch his cheek and move away. 
Then it came back, touched his cheek again, and 
stayed. He moved his head slightly—away. She 
began to talk. 

“What division you in?” 

“Adjudication.” 

“Lawyer. One of the smart boys.” 

““Not smart enough to get myself a good job.” 


“Who are you kidding? I’m in insurance 

He said nothing. 

She looked around the hall. 

“An awful lot of veterans of World War II,” she 
said. 

“Counting the lady veterans.” 

She said quickly, “I’m not a veteran. I’m a widow 
of a veteran. I’ve got a boy.” 

He could see she was expecting him to say some- 
thing, but it was nothing to him. He shrugged. 

She took a deep breath and blazed up as if someone 
had suddenly turned all the lights on full force. He 
was conscious of her hand on his shoulder, her other 
hand in his. She had left him. He watched her eyes 
flit from face to face as they circled around. 

“Remember me?” he asked. 


She looked at him a moment, a little frown between 
her eyes. “Oh, you,” she said. 

“On the prowl, aren’t you?” 

She looked like she might get mad, but she didn’t. 
“You could call it that.” 

“The predatory female. The war brought her out. 
Afraid all the men might get killed before she got hers.” 

“The war didn’t have anything to do with it. She’s 
always been out.” 

“Well, don’t leave me again when I’m dancing 
with you. I’m not the kind that stands for that. I 
might get tough.” 

“T can see that,” she said. ““What would you do?” 

“I might leave you 

“You mean, really? Leave me in the middle of the 
floor?” * Continued on page 46 
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lloliday Entertaiming 


T ANY hour of the day or night you can expect 
folks to be dropping in, come the Christmas 
season. It’s the friendliest, happiest time of all 
the vear—and the most informal, which fact 
gives the hostess an opportunity to be her shining 





best. 

Impromptu guests don’t expect elaborate foods 
nor do they anticipate special entertainment. So 
you need do nothing more than offer them the results 
of your advance holiday baking, steeped in the warmth 
of hospitality you and your family can bestow. 

What could be more effective for a seasonal buffet 
than the ripened fruit cakes, the mince tarts packed 
with spicy richness, and those fancy-shaped short- 
breads! Remember—you tucked them away in tin 
boxes down cellar before you started your last- 
minute shopping? And for satisfying goodness there 
are doughnuts plain or sugared, just right with a cup 
of hot beverage, whether tea, coffee, cocoa or spiced 
punch. 


A Cheese and Fruit Platter 

Pretty as a picture and just as inviting is the cheese 
and fruit platter you can assemble quick as wink— 
and the varicty is as unlimited as the assortments of 
cheeses, fruits and crackers. You can choose uniquely 
Canadian Oka, Swiss, good old Canadian Cheddar, 
the nippy blue, the mellow Dutch, the round, the 
square or the packaged processed cheeses. 

Arrange Melba toast, bread sticks, crackers square 
or round, rye wafers—any of which will complement 
the rich flavor of the cheese. Tangy and decorative 
to centre your platter are the red grapes, rosy apples, 
whole or sectioned (you dip the sections in lemon or 
orange juice to keep them from darkening). 


Make Your Own Sandwiches 


On the more substantial side don’t forget how folks, 
young and grown-up, like to make their own double- 
or triple-decker sandwiches. Bring out the toaster 
for those who like theirs “ that-a-way.” 
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Punch bowl, T. Eaton Co. 


Round the CLOCK sesunnan- 


The unexpected callers with hearty appetites will 
welcome sliced cold meats and relishes to put between 
slices of bread, plain or toasted. If you are expecting 
company you can make up some sandwich fillings in 
the morning, then bring them from the depths of your 
refrigerator and pile them into bowls for your sand- 
wich tray supper. Here are some combinations you 
might like to try: 

Cottage cheese with pimento and green pepper 
has a Yuletide look. Some folks will spread it thick 
on their sandwiches. Buy the cottage cheese from 
your dairy or delicatessen store, mix it with a little 
cream, salt and pepper, add chopped green pepper 
and pimento (we like a little onion juice in ours). Pile 
it lightly into a bowl, cover of course, and keep it in 
the refrigerator until the sandwich-making hour. 

The chicken, celery and olive combination 
has many devotees and never loses its popularity. 
Moisten with mayonnaise, add a sprinkling of 
chopped, toasted almonds for a special touch. You'll 


need to refrigerate this, too, until serving time. 
Between Christmas and New Year’s this is a fine way 
to finish up the remains of the holiday bird. 

Chopped egg filling takes on new zest if it’s 
flavored with a bit of prepared mustard along with 
the mayonnaise that makes it “spreadable.” Grated 
carrot, chopped celery or green pepper and, again, 
the subtle touch of onion, are further ingredients 
which enhance its appeal. 

Grated carrot and peanut butter are a fine 
sandwich-filling team, particularly if they are blended 
with a tart salad dressing. You will like this on brown 
bread—if you like brown bread! 


And Something to Drink 

Hospitality is not complete without the cup that 
cheers. What goes in the cup is a matter of what 
you have on hand and your guests’ preferences. Here 
again we say be prepared, so you won’t have to spend 
much precious time in & Continued on page 99 
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~ {in Sick of Socialism 





Heres plain speaking from an English housewife who two years 


ago voted for the British Labor Government. She wouldn’t do it 


again. The Socialists have delayed peacetime recovery by putting 


party program ahead of national welfare, and are destroying the 


spirit of individual initiative. By Gwen Skinner, of Cardiff, Wales. 


N JULY 5, 1945, I walked into the polling 
booth and voted for the Labor Party. There was 
no hesitation. | had already made up my mind. 
{ had asked myself, “Labor, Liberal or Con- 

q servative?” and I had answered, “‘ Labor.” 

. There were many reasons. I am a housewife, 
and housewives, I suppose, are a class of people 
to whom politics is not of major importance, but 

I was interested. 

I am middle-aged now, and a widow, and perhaps 
it was because I was one of the millions who suffered 
after the Jast war that I wanted to sit up and take 
notice of the steps which would be taken to avoid the 
same pitfalls and mistakes. 

There are four of us in the family now, my two 
sons, one of whom is still serving in the Army and the 
other who was in the RAF during the war when he was 
stationed in Canada for two years, my daughter who 
works in a Cardiff office and myself. We live in a 
six-roomed house about two miles from the centre of 
the city. My husband died in 1942, soon after we had 
moved from London where our home was destroyed 
by bombs. 

Before that day, over two years ago, when the 
Labor Government was voted into power and given 
the responsibility of guiding the nation through th« 
maze of difficulties which we all knew would follow 
the war, and before my life took a tragic turn, | was 
always looking ahead, as indeed was everyone, to th« 
days when, with the war over, our country could build 
again from the rubble which war had left. I wanted 
security and happiness for my children. 

During the war we fought against dictatorship, and 
we, the ordinary people of this country, helped in 
the vast battle to uphold the liberty and the ideals 
which we cherished, and, looking forward through 
the darkness, we dared to visualize a better life for all 
after our struggles. 

I knew, as any sane person knew, that my own 
little dreams would not come true as if by magic 
immediately after victory, but I also knew that if all 
went well, they would eventually be realized. 

Those disastrous years in the ’twenties were a grim 
reminder that the price of victory could be destitution, 
and the memories made me shudder. I wanted peace 
without poverty. It did not seem too much to expect 


—it WAS NOT too much to expect. 


With the war over, I told myself, we ordinary 
people would be able to reap the rewards of our efforts, 
our standard of life would be improved and there 
would be no unemployment; there would be higher 
wages and no hardship. These were a few of the 
things I wanted to see, and it seemed to me, from what 
[ could glean from the speeches, that the best way to 
get them was to vote Socialist. They were the People’s 
Party, I believed. 

The war did much to Britain. One thing it did which 
was wonderful was to fuse everyone into a team, an 
inspired team, a team which, by common endeavor, 
overcame every obstacle on the long road to victory. 
It gave us Mr. Churchill . .. well, perhaps “gave” 
is not the word, as he had remained a latent giant 
in our midst for so long. With such a team, such a 
leader and such a spirit, we could not fail. Thos 
war years postponed our hopes, but we did not forget 
them. We saw the Coalition Government at work and 
we wondered what sort of a job the new Government 
would make when It came into power. 

Would it make full use of the glorious opportunities 
which would present themselves? 

Even before the war ended, I knew that I should 
vote for the Socialists. Their policy, I told myself, 
would ensure a fair chance for everyone, they would 
give us war-weary, queue-weary housewives, thi 
homes for which we yearned. The little luxuries that 
we missed and, of far greater importance, they would 
guard our menfolk from the dangers of unemployment 
and wasted talent. Yes, I said to myself, the Socialists 
stand for me and for all like me. 

My views were far from uncommon. In fact, so 
many people shared them that after the election, the 
newspapers were soon screaming about the “Labor 
Landslide.” When the excitement died away it was 
sad to realize that Mr. Churchill was no longer our 
leader; still, the right Party was in power and I was 
confident that we should go forward. 


THAT WAS two years ago. Where are we today? 
Where am I today? Amazing as it seems, we have 
gone “forward” and got nowhere, we have “advanced” 
without moving, if that is possible. Just look back 
with me for a few moments and try to discover the 
My pet dream: houses. Have the 
promised houses been provided? Dismal proof that 


achievements. 








all is not well with the Government’s housing pregram 
was given a few months ago when Mr. Aneurin Bevan 
announced that the year’s target would have to be 
given up. He was able to think of a good many 
excuses. 

And then consider food, another disappoiatment 
Our basic rations today are no larger than during 
the worst years of war when every ton of imports had 
to be carried across seas swarming with enemy sub- 
marines. In some commodities there have even been 
cuts. Every week | have to spend hours queuing 
for food; once again we have had numberless excuses, 
this time from Mr, Strachey. The cost of living has 
increased enormously and is still climbing steadily. 
I have always been thrifty, but today it is most difli- 
cult to meet the expenses of peacetime. 

As for shortages, the very word must be about the 
most hard-worked in Britain. Everything is short, 
from clothing to food, paint to crockery. 


LET ME tell you something about anormal day last 
winter—it might have been any day, they all 
seemed as bad, and it may help you to understand 
why we housewives hate that word “shortage.” There 
was only one thing that was not in short supply last 
winter and that was bad: weather. In Canada 
you expect snow, and you are ready for it, but here, 
the more it snowed (and it seemed unending) the 
worse conditions became. When I got up, in time 
to see my son and daughter off to work, it was as cold 
and miserable as ever. I listened to the 8 a.m. news 
and, sure enough, as usual, came the warning that 
the electricity “load” was to be “shed.” That meant 
that, unless we hurried, we should have cold breakfast. 
Then there was the business of lighting the fire. 
We could, of course, only manage to have one fire in 
the house, in the living room, but even that was a 
problem by now. All the coal I possessed was a few 
pailfuls of dust and you cannot start a fire on that. 
My son had collected some wood from the country 
and with care I 
did finally get some semblance of a fire. At 8.30 the 
power was cut and the light and wireless went off. As 
soon as my son and daughter had gone, I had to start 


it was almost impossible to buy any 


thinking about the day’s meals. It was a waste of 
time trying to make out a list of the food I wanted 
because it was always a case of taking what was 
available. My family always came home to lunch as 
the cafés were cold and lit only by candlelight. 

How I hate shopping nowadays! Last winter it was 
worse. At one time I| used to criticize the women who 
stood outside the shops queuing long before they 
opened, but it was not long before | realized that 
unless I did the same, | would get none of the little 


a eed ak ; 
extras” without which it was impossible to. make 


the rations go round. [ know I should not praise 
housewives, seeing that | am one, but | cannot help 


remarking how well most of them faced up to the 
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difficulties of that winter, although I suppose there was 
No alternative. 

And of course it was not only the housewives who 
felt the pinch of austerity. The shopkeepers disliked 
quetes as much as we. I wish you could meet our 
butcher. When I called there that morning he was 
still’ trying to achieve the impossible—satisfying 
everyone by sharing out his meagre stock so that we all 
got our one shilling and tuppenceworth of meat for the 
week, He should have been a magician, but anyway 
he did his best and despite all that rationing had donc 
to his little business he always kept cheerful. 

“Make Do and Mend” was a popular slogan during 
the war, and if we no longer had to follow its advice 
it would be humorous to look back at the little schemes 
we used in order to save precious rations. Take my 
trip to the butcher’s that morning, tor instance. | 
asked for a marrow bone. Before the war I should 
have ridiculed a suggestion of boiling a marrow bone 
for hours to eke out a few ounces of fat, but I did it 
and considered it worth while. 


| REMEMBER queuing for potatoes for my mother 
in the first world war, and last winter, 30 years after, 
I was doing the same thing. That particular morning 
I was lucky and I got a few. They were meant to 
last two or three days. The British winter was to 
blame. 

Yes, that was a good day. I had my rations, which, 
small as they were, were always available, and asa 
result of a long wait at the baker’s I had some buns 
which meant that I should have to have less bread. 

By the time I reached home with my “ prizes,” most 
of the morning had gone, and I had the lunch to 
prepare. 

That day, as always, I was shocked by the way my 
money vanished. At my grocer’s I had spent 17 
shillings for a few purchases which barely covered the 
bottom of my basket, and just to see why I was so 
surprised | worked out what I should have paid for 
those articles before the war. The answer was four 
shillings and sixpence. 

For the rest of the day there was plenty to do 
Housework—the queues played havoc with that 
some more shopping in the afternoon, and it was not 
until the evening that we were able to enjoy what little 
fire we had. 

In fact it was a miserable day and a miserable 
winter, and I only hope that the old weatherman turns 
a more benevolent eye on us housewives this year, 
when, instead of conditions improving, as we had 
every right to expect, they have worsened. 


ONE OF the hardships which we endured gladly 
during the war was direction of labor, which meant that 
men and women in essential jobs could not leave, and 
where people in less vital positions could be directed to 
take up other appointments. 

It is disappointing, to say the least, that this 
wartime measure should have to be reintroduced in 
peacetime. There have been many jibes at the so- 
called dictatorial leanings of the Socialists, but to me 
this lack of freedom, to whatever degree it is carried, 
is a serious mistake on the part of the Government. 

One essential of national unity is faith in the 
government. What faith have I in this one, or their 
performance so far? Very little | am sorry to say. 
How can I, when from day to day our Ministers con- 
tradict one another and when we are sadly in need of 
a resolute leader? All this confusion bewilders me 

For instance, Mr. Shinwell, then Minister of Fuel, 
was firmly convinced that there would be no coal 
crisis last winter. There was. Some months ago Mr. 
Dalton, Chancellor of the Exchequer, was refuting 
suggestions that a disastrous end to the American loan 
was near. Now we know. 

Life for me, and of course for all housewives, is 
almost as dismal today as it was during the war, The 
news is never bright and even when I go to search the 
shops for food great posters shout at me, “Work or 
Want.” 

We women, to whom the Government has appealed, 
cannot do everything. Keeping a home these days 
is a full-time job in itself, but scant attention has been 
paid the housewives. All we have had is a pat on the 
back, followed more often than not by an announce- 
ment of some further cut. # Continued on page 103 
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Nireet, Scene: Europe, “47 


by Yetta and Beb Kesten 


‘Two recently returned Canadians answer those 
frequently asked questions: How do the women 
look? What can they buy in the shops? Have 
prices gone wild everywhere? 


F YOU’RE looking for a determined 
spirit among the peoples of Western 
Europe—among those who endured 
Occupation and large-scale destruc- 
tion—you can’t beat the Dutch. 
And if you want proof that the women 
of a nation can take continuing hard- 
ships when they know their cheerful 
co-operation is going to count eventu- 
ally, you don’t need to go outside the 
Netherlands. 
» Of the countries that suffered during 
the war, Holland is making the best 
come-hack. There’s an air of progress, 


THE NETHERLANDS. Such costumes are still al i » iri » 
worn by almost 50 per cent of the Dutch people. alncet & pioneer apart, and the Dutch, 





always a well-disciplined people, are 
working with a will that is almost 
frightening. The women, who, in 
comparison with other continental 
groups, have less of almost any essential 
supplies you care to mention, don’t feel 
hard done by; they have the sense of 
being an important part of the great 
rebuilding program. They are willing to 
make sacrifices even to the point of 
looking ridiculous. At this moment a 
unique winter style is in vogue through- 
out the Netherlands. The women are 
wearing slacks for extra warmth—not 
instead of dresses but under dresses. 
Picture the effect of bulky long pants 
extending below the short skirts of 
many-times washed and patched frocks 
and you will realize that the style has no 
chance of becoming a world fashion 
trend. 

Dutch women have almost no oppor- 
tunity to enjoy luxuries. Items that are 
price-controlled are in short supply and, 
IN PARIS. There are many gay young girls even though rationed, are often unob- 
on the boulevards, though the city is dull. tainable; other things that, to the casual 
traveller gazing at shop windows, seem 
more plentiful owe their apparent 
abundance to the high prices which put 
them far beyond the reach of most 
people. Face creams are expensive and 
toilet soap so heavily rationed that most 
of the women of the Netherlands have 
acquired a rough, leathery complexion. 
Shampoos and even hair brushes are 
hard to get. The beauty parlors are 
languishing because of the prices they 
must charge to meet the cost of their 


Rie. 








iti. supplies. Foundation garments and 
BRUSSELS. It's the one continental capital bras are common sights in store win- 
that has everything, including imported fruit. @ Continued on page 77 





Chatelaine, December, '947 — 27 








































































ICKIE HAD been hounding his mother since 
five-thirty in the morning. Long before the 
December dawn broke she heard him through 
the fog of sleep and opened her eyes reluctantly 
on the thin little face hovering disembodied over 
her bed. ‘When is daddy coming?” 
. don't know Ba 
“‘He’s coming today, isn’t he, really?” 
“T think so.” 
“When is he coming?” 
“1 don’t know.” 
Ile bolted his breakfast and then proceeded to take 
a constitutional around the kitchen table, making 
Marjorie’s coffee cup jump. But Robin ate his break- 
last placialy. Nothing ever interfered with Robin’s 
meals. Perhaps it was because he was too young. 


Dickie was disgusted with Robin for being young. 


Ever since Robin had been born, Dickie couldn’t 
inderstand why Robin took so long getting big enough 
to play with, Marjorie had a certain sympathy with 
this point of view for she thought Robin had taken an 
inconscionable time about it too. But they played 
together now. Dickie doesn’t even realize that Robin 
lid grow up at last, she thought. 

The clock was frozen at eight-thirty when she fin- 


When there wasn't one 
thing left, he turned his 
attention to Robin, who 
was blissfully running 
«a miniature train up 
and down the hearth. 























Jished the dishes, There was nothing else to do. The 
"house was scraped and polished ready for Paul, who 
hadn't seen it in four weeks. And it had been especially 
4 hard to throw herself into the housecleaning this time, 
because how could you take interest in a house you 


/ were going to leave? If Paul ever found a house in 
> Montreal to move tox 
» She hadn’t realized until they were on the verge of 
leaving it, how much this house in the little Ontario 
Hvillage suited them. They had come upon it one 
BOctober day, shabby and empty with bushes strag- 
gling onto the walks and golden leaves piled on the 
Ssteps. They had peeked in the windows and both had 
known it was their house. It was funny how you took 
‘for granted the things you agreed on—the house you 
both adored, the radio program that made you both 
Mwince. No, it was the differences you focused on, 
especially if you were Marjorie and spoke before you 
* thought. 
= “When is daddy coming?” 
I shall go mad. “I don’t know.” 
® Yes, she often thought she would go mad but she 
Mhadn’t yet. Right now she thought she would go mad 
if the telephone didn’t ring. And then miraculously 
Pit did ring. Removing Dickie from her path, she raced 
| toward it, a complete conversation taking place in her 
Smind. At the station? I'll pick you up right away. 
= Did you find a house? How grand, can’t wait to hear 
q about it... “Hello.” 
* “Is Mrs. Benton there?” 
@ “Hi, darling. Where are you? Did you find a 
3 house?” 
= “Marjorie? This is Paul.” 
= She had gathered that! “How do you do, Mr. 
*Benton. I’ve heard so much about you. Paul, where 
Bare you? Did you find a house?” 

“Just a minute,” Paul said in measured tones, 
“Give me a chance to tell you.” 
= Marjorie gripped the telephone. One thing at a 
*time, she told herself. By all means, let us have one 
Mthing at a time. The board meeting will now come to 
order. We will have the secretary’s report. Motion 
made? Seconded? All in favor say aye. Motion made 
Sand carried. Our secretary, Mr. Benton... 

And as usually happened when she was talking to 

Paul her harelike thoughts got way off the track and 
he awoke to find the tortoise ahead of her. “.. haven't 


time to come out at all. You'll have to bring the 
children in to town.” 
“Not at all!’ Her disappointment sickened her. 
‘I’m on business this time, and I have to turn right 
around and go back, but Ill have the afternoon if you 
can come in, Like to take the children to the zoo?” 


IF ONLY they could be alone together just once, she 
was thinking. There were so many things to straighten 
out, But Paul was saying hesitantly, “Do they want 
to see me?” 

“They haven’t given me a moment’s peace.” No, 
of course, she couldn’t leave the children home. “‘ How 
about the house?” 

**No luck, dear. I’m sorry. It’s even worse down 
there than it is here. There was one house, but it 
needed more done to it than ours when we moved in, 
and I remember how you complained that our house 
would never be finished . . . Well, you were right, it 
never was.” Paul’s memory was entirely too good. 

“Grab it anyway.” 

“I’m afraid it’s too late, now.” 

“Oh, dear, you’re always too late.” She didn’t 
really mean that, or most of the things she said on the 
spur of the moment. She hastened to add, “You can’t 
even spend the night?” 

“T really can’t.” Paul’s voice was empty of the 
warm indulgence it once had held. He didn’t want 
to come out, she decided. He could have come if he 
had wanted to. He didn’t want to. Unbidden, but 
always lurking on the fringes of her mind, came the 
memory of that crumpled piece of notepaper, that 
unfinished letter, Robin had fished out of the waste- 
basket after Paul’s last visit. 

Dear Marjorie, I think it is about time to tell you... 
That was all it had said. Tell you, what? That was 
the thought that followed her around like a can tied 
toa. puppy’s tail. What did Paul feel he had to tell her? 

The suspense was too much for Dickie. He pushed 
against her. “‘Is it daddy? What is daddy saying?” 

“Shush ...” She held him off with one arm. “All 
right, dear, We'll come. We can catch that morning 
train. Can you meet it?” 

“What is daddy saving?” 

“Will you,” hissed Marjorie, “give me a chance to 
listen?” 

Paul said he could meet the train, and she hung up. 
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She glared at Dickie, but his bright blue eyes were so 
eager, she choked back the customary reproof. 
“We’re going to town. Best suits, Best coats, Get 
Robin...” 

But Dickie couldn’t be bothered to get Robin. He 
was flying upstairs yelling back at her, “Can I wear 
my new shoes?” 

“Yes.” She rounded up Robin and pushed him up 
the stairs. He was in no particular hurry to reach the 
top. He preferred to be a cow, to go on all fours 
and to pause at frequent intervals to moo. 

“Don’t you want to see daddy?” Marjorie asked, 
in despair. 

“IT see daddy,” said Robin happily. He would 
have sat down on the stairs to discuss it, if Marjorie 
hadn’t picked him up bodily and staggered to the 
bathroom with him. 

No matter how many times she dressed Robin she 
was never prepared for the process. When she was 
buttoning him in back and asked him to turn so she 
could button him in front she could count to a 
hundred before he did so. Frequently she found 
herself looking at Robin as if he were some little boy 
she’d never seen, probably belonged to that family 
who'd just moved on the block. In a leisurely fashion 
Robin stuck his right arm in his left sleeve. 

And meanwhile Dickie tore out and got in the car 
and honked the horn, but his hair wasn’t combed nor 
his shoelaces tied. Marjorie remedied that, and then 
banished them both so she could think what to wear. 

It didn’t take long, there was only one choice. 
Everyone should have at least one good black dress, 
my dear. 

She turned in front of the full-length mirror. Her 
skin was fresh and her dark blue eyes clear. With her 
soft light hair, she had a little-girl look, like. Alice in 
Wonderland. Like Alice running with the Red Queen 
faster, faster, faster. 

She put on her hat and she was ready. If Paul had 
been there he would still have been buttoning his 
shirt. And they said women kept men waiting. They 
didn’t know Paul! 

The town of Alwich had foreseen that she would 
take the direct route to the station. Why else should 
they choose this moment to block off the street for 
snow removal? Bulldozers chugged back and forth 
in a fine frenzy of civic duty, scooping up chunks of 
hard dirty snow, and Marjorie had to take the long 
way around. 

But they were in plenty of time for the train, It 
never failed to amaze her that no matter how many 
obstacles were diabolically put in her way, she was 
always early. And now she would have to wait with 
two small children whose interest in dusty floors, in 
trash receptacles, and in finger-pinching doors was 
almost pathological. She sat down on a bench and 
stared helplessly at the clock. It was an octagonal 
electric affair, and from time to time it would twitch 
in its sleep and then relapse into maddening torpor. 

“When is the train coming?” Dickie squirmed and 
beat his feet. ‘‘Oh dear, when it is coming?” 

“*Hold your horses,” said @ Continued on page 34 
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Home was so stuffy, so bourgeois, and Perry was as 


unglamorous as an old shoe. No wonder she had to 


by Dwight Hutchison 


ERRY turned the roadster into the driveway 

with a slow wide sweep, making the turn seem 

important. Which it was. He drove up the 

driveway with the tempo of a funeral march. 

Or a wedding march. Then he stopped. “‘Thus,” 
he said dramatically, “draws to a close this chapter 
in the life of our beautiful heroine.” 

And thus, Honor told herself, begins nothing. 

“The end of that fateful journey which started 
when your mother took your chubby hand in hers and 
led you around the corner to Miss Bradlee’s Nursery 
School.” 

She slumped down in the seat unsmiling. Of 
course Perry had to be funny. Whenever she felt 
especially serious he had to take that line. One of the 
reasons why she would never marry him. Couldn’t he 
see coming home was stark tragedy for her? Intellec- 
tual death. With her hands behind her head she 
studied her home. Brick colonial, clean-cut lawns, tidy 
flower beds. Utterly conventional and meaningless. 

Perry looked at her expression, took out his pipe, 
scraped out the tobacco and filled it. When it was 
lighted he turned to her. “Your condition isn’t 
serious. I came home from college with a long white 
beard more or less. I wanted to teach Chaucer. | 
recovered in a week.” 

“But who can I talk to?” she asked, ignoring his 
nonsense. ‘‘Father and Mother have little or no 
brain-—as you know. They live entirely on the surface 
of life. Have you ever heard them get really hot 
about Proust, or sex, or modern art? Any of the 
things that interest me? The place reeks of old- 
fashioned, middle-class morality. You’d think it was 
1928.” 

He smiled down at her but said nothing. She 
opened the car door and stepped out with the loose 
grace of a foal. She stretched and yawned and fifteen 
wire bracelets jingled. She had slept for the last 50 
miles but she had two weeks of sleep to catch up on, 
She took one bare foot from a shoe, tipped a pebble 
out and slipped her foot back in. And hitched up her 
dungarees. 

Her mother, she thought, would expect her to 
arrive home in hat and veil. Stockings even. Because 
ber generation came home from college by train, her 
daughter must dress as though she came home by 
train. Typical of the loose thinking of parents today. 
8’ | suppose we might as well unpack.” 


Maybe he had gone into the ditch! 
Or maybe, on thinking it over, he 
simply decided he had had enough. 
And she had been horrid to him. 


Illustrated by R. Skemp 


escape for that rendezvous in town with Garrick MeGarrick 


Perry took out a bridge lamp and set it on the 
drive. He stuck her 10-gallon hat on top, hung a sock 
stretcher from each shoulder and flung her still-damp 
bath towel around it. “I'll set it on the lawn,” he 
told her, “it will keep the crows away.” 

**What crows are those?” 

“You'll see. They come cawing around pretty girls 
just out of college.” He pulled out a pile of books and 
read off the title “The Geneology of Morals by 
Nietzsche. Essays of Schopenhauer. Dead Souls. 
The Meaning of Unintelligibility in Art. Finnegan’s 
Wake.” He opened the last one at random and 
started to read. “What slags of a loughladd would 
retten smuttyflesks?” She grabbed at it before he 
could come out with some terribly clever remark and 
it fell open to the fly leaf. To Honor, it said in an 
enormous scrawl, Whose fine mind I so admire. It 
was signed. Garrick McGarrick. 

“Caw-caw,” Perry said without expression and set 
his scarecrow farther out. She looked at him curi- 
ously. So far as she knew he had never heard of 
Garrick, but the girls at college may have talked. It 
was about time he knew other men existed in her life. 

They went up to her room loaded with the stuff 
that comes home from college—a wastebasket full of 
hats she had never had on her head. Fur coat. 
Bathing suit. Hot water bottle in a riding boot. An 
armful of dresses wrapped in a sheet. A fishbowl full 
of lipsticks. From the doorway she studied her room. 
It was too dreadful. Her mother’s naive idea of a 
young girl’s room. The curtains were organdie- 
ruffled. The bed had ruffles too. Ruffles! A baby-blue 
slipcover on the chair. Appallingly white rugs. 

“Sterile,” she said to Perry. “Completely sterile. 
How long do you think I can live here and not go 
raving mad?” He brought up her dear, spotted, 
broken-down college armchair and they left before 
sbe broke down to see it there, remembering the 
nights she had sat studying until dawn, her legs 
hanging over the arm, drinking gallons of coffee made 
from warmish tap-water. Or arguing with Wilma or 
EMS 4) 3's 

It was just as well Perry came to commencement 
to truck her stuff down, as her father and mother had 
to leave early, but it meant the two of them drove 
away with all the girls practically throwing rice. The 
night before the seniors had sat about discussing 
what would happen to them all and they had insisted 
that of course she would marry Perry, and practically 
immediately. ‘‘You will drop, darling, like fruit in 
the fall,” Wilma said. Of all horrible expressions! 

This past year Perry practically lived at the 
Residence. She’d come home from classes and there 
he would be, playing bridge with a bunch of the girls, 
picking out songs on the piano or just reading the 
morning paper. Even the housemother called him by 
his first name. Because everyone liked him she should 


marry him! Her mother assumed she would, his 


mother, her father, his father. It was like a slow 
poison; unless she did something drastic and quick 
she would be assuming it too, 


SHE WAS flat on her stomach in the living room—the 
only way to appreciate Bach—when Perry signalled 
from the phonograph that her father and mother were 
coming. She jumped to run change her clothes but 
compromised by sitting on a chair, They would 
simply have to learn to take people as they are. 

She gave them a welcoming salute and indicated 
silence until the chorale was over. Her mother was 
an interesting study if you look at people analytically. 
Hair perfectly groomed —a fetish with women of her 
class. So much money spcnt on the hair. So little on 
the brain under the hair. Much too young-looking for 
her age, as so many mothers are. 

“I’m glad you made such good time coming down,” 
her mother finally dared say. “You couldn’t wait to 
get into old clothes, I see, Honor. I hope you don’t 
plan to wear them to dinner. You’ll stay, Perry?” 

Perry was accepting when Honor interrupted. “1 
shan’t be here for dinner. I have a date in town.” 

“A date? In town? You can’t do that, Ducky, your 
first night home.” Her mother was as deeply grieved 
as though she were leaving for a month. “Are you 
meeting . . . some of the girls?” By her voice she 
showed she knew better. 

“College graduates acquire a certain immunity 
from...” Perry began defensively. 

She spurned his help. “I’m quite beyond that 
adolescent desire for secrecy. I’m meeting a friend. 
Garrick McGarrick. A rather well-known newspaper 
man. He gets a by-line every day.” 

Her father had been listening without a word. Now 
he spoke up. “A newspaper man?” he asked as 
though newspapermen were rarely encountered by 
nice people and then only if they weren’t quick at 
door-slamming. 

Her mother looked at Perry with raised eyebrows, 
“But where did you meet him?” she asked. 

“Now, mother, people meet people. Everywhere. 
I've known him ages. He’s a brilliant talker and 
writes simply marvellous letters. 1 mean you could 
publish them just as they are, . .” 

Perry closed the record album. “Thank heaven | 
never wrote a girl a letter she could publish,” he said 
feelingly. Her father and mother who had looked 
pretty annoyed relaxed and laughed. 

‘Anne and Lawrie were coming over this evening 
but I suppose | can tell them to come tomorrow. \ 
went to see the baby last week. Cute little fellow.” 

Anne and Honor had gone off to college togethei 
four years ago and then in second year Anne met 
Lawrie. Talk about ripe fruit dropping! Her whole 
future just tossed + Continued on page 64 
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Sav tt With kirby 


His name was MacNamara — he was leader at the polls. But 
even his exalted position as Mayor of Byngville couldn’t pro- 
tect him from those searching questions which the new First 
Lady asked when she examined his chequebook stubs 


by Isabel LeBourdais 


1E mayor-elect of Byngville paused before the 

crackling fire in his living room and gazed at his 

own reflection in the mirror over the mantel- 

piece. Casually he smoothed his already per- 

fectly combed hair with one hand, put on his 
best smile, and turned to the reporter from the 
Byngville Bugle who was busy scribbling notes on his 
knee across the room. 

“Elections?” he beamed with a wave of the hand. 
‘Ah, wonderful institutions, elections! The safeguard 
of our dearest freedoms, and the fine testing-ground 
of real truth.” It was less than an hour since the most 
gratifying news of his victory had been announced; he 
had already expressed his deep and humble apprecia- 
tion of the honor over the radio. But after the 
ridiculous way in which that fellow Kirby had made 
fools of his two opponents in the election, it was 
particularly necessary that he make sure that this 
interview in the Bugle show his true dignity and high 
principles. If only Viviana did not spoil it all; it was 
sometimes so difficult to make her see things in the 
proper light. He glanced at her uneasily, sitting there 
so coolly blowing smoke rings at the ceiling. 

“The people speak without fear or favor,” he went 
on to the reporter, “freely and honestly from their 
hearts. Hm—mm—mm-—let me see- He turned 
again to the mirror, and as his eyes met, a look of 
deep thought passed over his face. Unconsciously he 
straightened his tie, lifted his chin to remove th« 
tell-tale evidence of its double, and assumed th« 
intent, aggressive expression which had been visible 
for days all over town on billboards, fences and stor« 
windows above the caption: “A fearless man of the 
people.” 

“Campaign’s over,” observed Viviana coldly, from 
behind a newspaper. 

“Let me see- Mayor MacNamara continued, 
turning his back on his spouse and addressing the 
reporter. “Ah yes—I am proud of my great, new 
trust—proud that the good citizens of Byngville have 
chosen real independence. I shall dedicate my heart 
and soul to the welfare of Byngville, to genuine 
prosperity and true progress. We have a great people, 
and a beautiful town. I am grateful 

ah—be able—to—ah—serve.” 

“You forgot the sanctity of the 
home and the dee—eer little kiddies,” 
said Viviana, throwing down the paper 
and tossing one green-slacked leg ove: 
the arm of her chair. 

The mayor glowered at her brietly, 
and then continued in brisk official 
tones: “I am sure I can trust you, 


Mlustrated by Machtey 


McGee, to see that my complete sincerity and good 
intentions are properly reported in your paper.” 
“Yes, Joe. Of course,” said the reporter, putting 
his pencil away in his pocket. He grinned suddenly 
and took it out again. “And now, tell me, Mrs. 


MacNamara, how does it feel to be First Lady of 


Byngville.” 

“I haven’t the faintest idea,” said Viviana, brightly. 
Her husband scowled, and then quickly donned an 
ingratiating smile. 


“After all, it’s an entirely new position for both of 


us,” he said hurriedly. “‘My wife has only been First 
Lady for an hour.” 
“By the end of a year,” Mrs, MacNamara re- 


“The people speak 
without fear or 
favor,” he went on 
to the_ reporter. 
“Campaign's over,” 
observed Viviana 
coldly, from behind 
a newspaper. 


marked, watching an unusually symmetrical smoke 
ring drift slowly to the ceiling, “I shan’t even be a 
lady.” 

McGee made polite noises in his throat. “ Better be 
getting back,” he said, rising to his feet. “Say tell me, 
Joe—off the record, of course—how’d you and that 
fellow Kirby ever come to think up a smart trick like 
that? It won the election, you know!” 

Joseph MacNamara drew himself up to his full 
height, leaned his head slightly back, raised his 
eyebrows and looked down his nose at the reporter, at 
his wife, and, in fact, at the whole room around him. 

“IT was not going to refer to it, but since you ask 
me, this is on the record. This fellow Kirby is quite 
unknown to me, and while the—the stunt he pulled 
off showed up some of the weaknesses in my two 
opponents, I think it is an exaggeration to say he won 
the election. I am sure that the citizens of Byngville 
needed no such theatrical demonstration to show them 
the truth. I appreciate what Kirby did—his contribu- 
tion in helping the greater honesty of my campaign 
to become obvious to the voters was a real help, 
naturally. But your boss Montgomery seems to be 
the one who’s working with him.” The mayor recov- 
cred his good humor and smiled pleasantly. 


“Give Kirby my + Continued on page 52 
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Snuggled up in a cuddly Kenwood... 


Light as foam, but warm, for healthful sleep. 


Kenwood Famous Floral-tint keeping the children warm 
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Look for the Kenwood label when you look for blankets. 
It is your guarantee of traditional Kenwood quality—your 
guarantee that Kenwood Famous blankets are made of long- 
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Don't Rush Me 


Continued from page 29 


Marjorie. “Take it easy.”” Would Paul 
be amused if he could hear her stealing 
his stuff? It was always Paul who said, 
“Take it easy.”’ He had said it the first 
time they met. If she had stopped to 
think she might have realized then how 
characteristic of them both that meeting 


was. 


ALL THE way down the block to the 
new apartment Marjorie was moving to, 
one September afternoon, there was this 
man in front of her. He was tall and 
broad, but even so he took up an un- 
reasonable amount of room. When 
Marjorie tried to pass him on the right 
he seemed to move to the right, and 
when she tried to pass him on the left, 
there he was again. Bias-walker, Mar- 
jorie fumed to herself. 

When she got to the courtyard gate of 
the apartment she saw he was going in 
there too. If ther 
had been a_ littl 
less to him she 
might have shaken 
him at the gate. 
But no such luck. 
He walked into the 
courtyard and had 
the effrontery to 
turn into Marjorie’s 


was deep 


sleep. 


entry. The fox and the vixen ran together 
silently through the starry weather “More fearless 


The stairs were 
narrow and_ there 
was no hope what- came drifting 
soever of passing 
him. Marjorie kept 
as close asshe dared, 
clicking her heels 


he brushed 


hard against the hushed. 


stairs in the vain 
hope that he would breast, 
recognize that here 
was someone who 
didn’t have all day 
to get where she 
was going. He was 
not only deaf, he aoad 
was inconsiderate 
enough to continue 
on to the third 
floor and then the 
fourth, taking the 
corners like a cov- 
ered wagon. Within 


barn 


tame or wild, 
two feet of her Child. 
apartment Marjorie 

could stand no more. 

She didn’t exactly intend to step good 
and hard on his heel, but on the other 
hand she was hardly surprised when the 
accident occurred. 

The back turned. “In a hurry?” it 
enquired politely. The voice was a 
baritone, clear and pleasing. 

Her key in her lock, Marjorie found 
herself looking over her shoulder at a 
pleasant male face remarkable only for 
its thick rusty eyebrows. “Sorry,” she 
said mechanically. 

There was no malice in his smile. 


“Take it easy. You'll live longer.” 


“The length of my life is the least of 
my worries at the present moment.” 
She spoke truer than she thought. He 
was unlocking his own door down the 


hall, when she let out her loud cry of 


dismay. 

She didn’t notice that the covered 
wagon took a comparatively short time 
to reach her side, she was too intent on 
the canvas-covered floor and the tower- 


Christmas Eve Legend 


By FRANCES FROST 


but there was no creature who could 


The duck and the’ doe and the fawn 
into the clearing. The rabbit, lifting 
his ears, shook white from the twigs 


the chattering squirrel for once was 


as he sat with his paws against his 


and the catamount crouched on the 
mountain crest. 


Safe in the fold the silver sheep 
told the young lambs not to leap. 


In the shadowy stable the horses 
hearing the quietness in the wood, 


waiting the instant of the morn. 


all creatures knelt to worshiv the 


ing stepladder. “They haven't finished 
painting,” she exclaimed, “and they 
assured me it would be ready .. .” 

He said in a puzzled voice, “You're 
not moving in yet, are you? It isn’t 
October first... . 

“I’ve already moved! Last night. 
My things are in the bathtub.” She 
pulled open the narrow door and peered 
into the dark little cubbyhole. Behind 
her a long arm reached for the light 
switch. The bathtub was crammed with 
sheets and blankets, suitcases and papers 
and on top her only piece of furniture, 
an arm chair, lay on its back kicking its 
fect in the air. Marjorie realized in- 
stantly that her things were not as she 
had left them. With a little gasp she 
picked up a sheet of manila paper to see 
that it wassmeared with paint. “ They’ve 
got into my things... my papers... 
look at this.” 

‘Just curiosity, I imagine.” He took 
the paper and looked at it. “‘ You write?” 

That wasn’t the point. “Just jingle 
fillers for the department store maga- 
zine I work on. Do 
you suppose we 
could trace that 
painter by his fin- 
gerprints?” 

But the man was 


The woods were still and the snow more interested in 


the typewritten 
lines than in crime 
detection. He read 
in an easy drawl: 


than the aviator is 
that intrepid medi- 
tator, who, when he 
muses, often chooses 
the landing of the 
escalator.” Rythm 
and accent came 
easily, and he 
seemed to find it 
amusing to try it 
over a second time. 

There was a small 
interesting silence as 
their eyes held. 
Then he smiled 
at her quizzically. 
“Huhmm,” he said. 


and the cattle sighed in the fragrant “I can’t stand 


meditators at the 
foot of escalators,” 


The stars stood at midnight, and she explained. 


“Nor,” he added 
thoughtfully, “‘any- 
one else who gets in 
your way.” 

Marjorie had the grace to blush. 
Under his tolerant amused eyes she 
might have continued to simper indefi- 
nitely if she hadn’t suddenly noticed 
that her predicament was even worse 
than she had first thought. “My new 
studio couch hasn’t come! They 
assured me... And_ no_ telephone, 
either. Oh, what an inefficient world!” 

“You have to expect those things. 
But I suppose you never do. No’’—his 
eyes were knowledgeable — “you 
wouldn’t. Couldn’t you have stayed in 
your last place another day or two?” 

“Well, yes. But when you're on your 
way, why linger? Have you a phone | 
could use to call the superintendent and 
the store and the telephone company?” 

He generously offered her all the 
facilities at his command. In the end, 
since she couldn’t curl up and go to 
sleep on regrets and promises of future 
delivery, he took his own studio couch 
apart and moved half of it into her 
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| Saar it does, Fred, and what’s more, Quaker Puffed Wheat 
Sparkies are welcome anywhere! Hollywood or Toronto .. . 
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apartment. He was a white knight. He 
was a perfect gentleman. Marjorie was 
sorry she had stepped on his heel. 

But if she hadn’t, they might never 
have met, fallen in love and married. 
She would never have thought Paul 
Benton’s face the most amusing she 


had ever seen, his drawl the most 
fascinating she had ever heard. She 
didn’t foresee that later she would 


be plotting historical novels in the 
thoughtful pauses between his drawled 
sentences, and what was worse, telling 


Paul as much. 


THE ELECTRIC clock in the Alwich 
Marjori 


onto th 


station jumped again, and 
hustled the children out 
platform. She 
getting seats 

crowded movie, the only seat on a train. 
But with the children she might not 


And of course, when 


was usually good at 


the only single in the 





be so successful. 
the train stopped, Robin adhered to the 
platform as if cement had hardened 
around his feet. Her arm was nearly 
pulled out of its socket when she hauled 
him forward. 

Still they might all have had seats 
if Dickie hadn’t streaked down the aisle. 
By the time she 
recalled him the 
extra seat had been 
taken and she had 
to hold Robin tn her 
lap. She would 
never look beautiful 


COMPENSATION 


By R. H. GRENVILLE 


which for some strange reason, he had 
handled adequately enough before ; 

had come on the scene. “Why do you 
let him take the credit? Why don’t 
you go over his head? Why don’t y 
insist on a raise instead of waiting { 
onc “3 

“The raises always come when thy 
moment is ripe,” said Paul. “And if | 
undermine my superior I could fin: 
myself. out on my ear. But if I buik 
him up, I benefit . In time.” 

Intime. It was an argument they ha: 
never settled. 

Not that Paul ever really argued. H« 
didn’t argue about the baby. Shi 
couldn’t wait to have a baby, and of 
course, aS soon as she knew she was 
going to have one, she couldn’t wait for 
her pregnancy to be over. 

When she said as much for the 
hundredth time, Paul pulled her down 
on his lap and put his chin on her hair. 
“You really over?” he 
murmured, kissing her ear. “You want 
to wish away this beautiful spring, not 
even see it and smell it? How do you 
know there may ever be another spring 
exactly like this again.” 

His strong arms held her firm and 
warm and safe and 
gradually she felt 
herself drifting from 
the rapids into a 
pleasant little back- 
water. She closed 
her eyes and saw it 


wish it was 


for Paul now. She Snow at the pane, and a log fire clearly—there were 
glowing, aa 

would never make water lilies there 

: (Snow is more gentle, by far, than 

him feel that he anied and a heron stand- 

wanted to come And it comes with a start to my ing on one foot. It 


home. He wouldn’t 
icall her the May 


Queen. 


She’d told him leaves dying, 
about the May 
spread wide, 
Queen when they 


were first married. 


cape sparks flying, 
As a matter of fact, 


trouble. Another 
girl had led the pro- 
cession. The Auth- 
lorities had tried to 
leonsole Marjorie 

with the philosophy 

that the first was the worst, the second 
| the same, the last the best of all the 


| game, but Marjorie refused to be taken 


thing, 
Could I 


in by any such claptrap. If there was a 
| procession any time, anywhere, she 
| wanted to be at the head of it. So Paul 
called her the May Queen to make up 
to her for that bitter experience. 

Oh, Paul was sweet. His admiration 
might have turned any head but that 
of a May Queen who took homage as 
her natural right. What had possessed 
her to treat him as a subject instead of 
an equal? Why, even in those first six 
months, the happiest she had ever 
known, had she so arrogantly pointed 
out that difference in tempo? 

“Why do you lag just a step behind 
me?” she would ask him ruefully. “It 


| gives me the eerie feeling that a Thing is 
| breathing on my neck.” 


“As 


soon as I catch up to you, you step on 


“IT don’t,” he said reasonably. 





the gas. I’m _ not 


: , 
lagging, you re 
accelerating cee 


“Silly. When I fall back to be in line 


| with you, you drop back another step. 


| At this rate we'll both be standing still.” 


t was the same with his research job, 


conscious knowing 
That every loss is a kind of qain. 
How else, than by dint of the red 


The grey birds flying with wings 
Might I come, in a season of gay 


To learn content at my own hearth- 


she had not been side? 
the May Queen, And how, except 
that was the whole splinter 


Of dreams and delight, like a ruined 


find such strength 
midst of winter 


To set my heart on a greener spring? 


was peaceful. For 
the moment she was 
quite convinced she 
liked it there. 

But the next day, 
not yet reconciled 
to the idea that a 
barge moves more 
slowly than a yacht, 
she nearly tangled 
with a taxi. Paul 
became blackly furi- 
ous for the first 
time. Then and 
there he made ar- 
rangements to move 
out to the country, 
to Alwich, where no change of traffic 


for the sudden 


in the 


lights could turn a pedestrian into a 
It was in Alwich Dickie had 
been born, and later Robin, and where 
Marjorie thought the time would never 
pass until Paul should come home from 
overseas and settle down. But when he 
did come back, did she let him settle 
down? Not little Marjorie. 


ninepin. 


“WHY MRS. BENTON and boys, I 
didn’t know you were on the train.” 
The voice was teasing, provocative. 
Marjorie turned her head from the 
busy landscape and looked at the man 
in the aisle. He was as slender as a 
fencer and had an alert mobile face. 
And the light that came and went in his 
green eyes was strictly personal. Sud- 
denly Marjorie was glad for Robin’s 
weight. She hoped she looked matronly 
and mussy and as if there were a shoc- 
box of sandwiches in the rack above. 
“Why, Stirling... how’s Jeannette?” 
His eyes mocked this solicitude for 
his wife which fooled him no more than 
his statement that he hadn’t known 


she was on the train fooled her. ‘Fine. 
How’s Paul?” 
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WINDSOR SALT! 


FRESH Canadian salmon, served cold, with potato 
salad ... or hot, with rich cream sauce! Luscious com- 
binations ? Possibly! But there’s one important ingre- 
dient that makes all the difference between a deliciously 
tempting meal and a dull, insipid one... the pinch of 
Windsor Salt! And if you forget it, your careful cook- 
ing is all for nothing.. .for the flavour seems only 
half-there! Yes, it’s the salt that makes the flavour 
complete! 

Canada’s abundance of fine foodstuffs has made 
Canadian cooks particular about all they serve . . . and 
to bring out the full, rich flavour of their appetizing 
dishes, their preference goes overwhelmingly to 
Windsor Salt...the pure, free-running, smartly- 
packaged salt that has been 
Canada’s favourite for three 
generations. 


So whenever you buy salt, 
order the finest! It’s famous 
Windsor Salt in the familiar 
red-white-and-blue package. 
Keep your food supply com- 
plete... keep Windsor Salt on 
hand, always! 
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Much too loudly she said, “We're 
going up to town to meet him.” 

A flicker of amusement crossed his 
face, and then Dickie suddenly began 
to chant in a deliberately irritating 
fashion, “Robin isadummy . . . Robin 
is a dummy...” Robin kicked a 
chubby leg, catching Stirling on the 
knee. 

A spark of irritation lit his eye which 
he made little effort to conceal. “How 
about a cigarette in the smoking car?” 

Robin, belatedly, began his counter- 
attack. “Dickie is a dummy... 
Dickie isa dummy. . .” 

“Oh pipe down, boys,” said Stirling. 
“I’m trying to talk to your mother.” 

It was one thing for Marjorie to be 
irritated with the boys herself. It was 
quite another for Stirling to be, and to 
show it so clearly. If she had needed 
any further proof of what Stirling was 
like, she had it now. “I couldn’t possibly 
untangle myself,” she said stiffly. 

Stirling looked at her silently for a 
moment, then shrugged and passed on. 
But Marjorie’s heart continued to 
hammer for a long, long time. 

It hadn’t been a very big sin, as sins 
go—that one kiss. But the madness 
that precipitated it filled her with self- 
loathing when she thought of it. For 
she’d made no effort to conceal it from 
Paul or anyone else. For one dizzy 
bewitching evening she had actually 
thought she was in love with Stirling 
Blake. Their metronomes had clicked 
in unison. 

They had danced in time, and talked 
in time, and laughed in time. The 
attraction was mutual and irresistible. 
But it didn’t take long to find that wit 
does not also mean depth, nor does 
quicksilver charm go with understand- 
ing and consideration and good humor. 
Having settled it in her own mind, she 
hadn’t realized that Paul might have 
That after all 
these years he might be a little tired 
of be ing a shock absorber. In Montreal 
he had started to write her a letter. 
Dear Marjorie, I think it is about time 
to tell you 

She didn’t want to see Stirling again, 
on the train or off it. She forced herself 
to sit in her seat until the aisle was 
empty. She felt like a blimp tugging 
at its moorings in a high wind, but sh« 
sat. If Paul saw her get off that train 
with Stirling, well, what would he 
think? She moved down the aisle, at 
last, pulled forward by Dickie and back 
by Robin. Then they saw Paul, and 
Dickie and Robin were climbing over 


opinions of his own. 


him, and Paul’s eyes were meeting hers 

above their heads. 
“Hi, May Queen.” 
“Hi, putter-puss.” 

arms; sh« 


She was in his 
felt his strength, his sub- 
stance, and for the moment that was all 
she cared about. ‘How are you? Still 
jet-propelled?” 

“*You’d be surprised,” she said lightly. 
“T waited at a stocking counter 10 
whole minutes the other day and | 
didn’t lie dow n on the floor and scream 
once.” 

“Did you get the stockings?” 

“Well, I suddenly remembered that 
Christmas was coming and maybe a very 


” 


nice person would give me some... 


IN THE restaurant, with the children 
for the 
haved, and Paul’s sturdy form across 
the table, Marjorie began to feel an 
undercurrent of almost unbearable sus- 


moment unnaturally well be- 


pense, a feeling of danger and the 
exhilaration that comes from it. She 
was challenged to woo her own husband, 
to make him aware of her again. 

Recklessly she launched into a recital 
of all the things that had happened 
while he’d been away, giving amusing 
descriptions of the children’s antics 
which had seemed far from amusing at 
the time. Perhaps the domestic ap- 
proach was not the most alluring, but it 
was the best she could do at the mo- 
ment. 

Paul’s dark eyes gleamed and he 
responded to her mood, although he 
was not a whit deceived by her sugar 
coating. He said confidentially to 
Dickie, “‘I hope Santa Claus doesn’t 
hear that the washing machine roller 
was cut. Nor’’—he turned to Robin 
“that the iron was plugged in.” He 
winked at Marjorie. “Santa Claus, the 
parents’ pal.” 

“It’s a racket,” said Marjorie. “But 
let’s enjoy it while we can.” 

Their eyes clung a moment. Was 
Paul thinking how seldom Marjorie 
took time to enjoy anything that was 
now, today? And then Dickie piped up. 
“I’m making you a Christmas present. 
It’s a secret. You're not supposed to 
know it’s a blotter.” 

“Then don’t you tell me what it is. 
I want to be surprised . . .” 

“T won’t. But you can guess if you 
want to. I asked Uncle Stirling if he 
could guess, but he couldn’t guess.” 

Stirling hadn’t wanted to take the 
trouble to discuss it at all, Marjorie 
recalled. She saw Paul’s eyebrows draw 
together, and her heart sank. Was he 
thinking that Things had been going on 
behind his back, and that he was the 
Last to Know? But if she explained 
that she and Dickie had merely bumped 
into Stirling at the barber’s wouldn’t the 
very fact that she thought it necessary 
to explain give the meeting more im- 
portance than it deserved? 

“Was that Stirling Blake I saw get 
off the train?” Paul said. 

“Probably,” she said with an attempt 
at airy unconcern. “He’s an under- 
footer.”” Her voice broke. “Oh, darling, 
I was so disappointed that you couldn’t 
we've missed you so.” 

Paul’s face looked drawn and tired. 
“T have to be back on the job to- 
morrow.” 

“You even work Sundays?” 

He grinned wryly. ‘‘What else can 
you do in a strange town on Sundays?” 

She hadn’t actually known until 
now that it was true, that Paul was 


come home. | 


finally and completely wrapped up in 
his work, that he wasn’t going to say 
anything chucking it, and 
coming home to his old job, and her, 
to stay. 


about 


And it was she who had pushed him 
into it. If he hadn’t paid any attention 
the other times, why had he this time? 
She could hardly believe her ears when 
he had said, “All right. I'll do what 
you want,” and added cryptically, 
“rp A e ' 

Excelsior. 

Tears stung her eyes now and sh« 
bent her head. “Are you coming hom« 
for Christmas?” 

“Christmas is in the middle of th 

” 
wee k. 

ET 6.4 try.” 

“T'll try, but didn’t you know what 
this job was going to be like? Onwar: 
and upward ‘is vr 
Marjorie’s lips twisted, and sh 
intoned mournfully. “In happy home 
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teen-aged girl. Spark- 
ling colours, new type 
middy effect. Detach- 


: The new Deacon 
For all out-doors, this a. A \ i streamlined ski 
unique garment ~ 7. be i ee) slacks for ladies 
has luxurious , ; 3 . "| and gentlemen. Made 


zippered-in lining - a g x of 2-ply worsted 
of Fiberglas— Ca ee | 4 . ee gabardine. Zippered 
warm but light. : Je is b, “A : ee pockets. 


She'll go into raptures 
ever a Deacon Shirt. In fine 
wools, Viyella (Reg'd.), plaids, tar- 


tans, plain colors. 
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IS GUARANTEED FRESH. 










Shab ides for dessert 


Just crackers and jelly, and a 
generous portion of this rich, 
fresh-tasting cream cheese! 
So easy—and the folks will 
love it! 


But be sure to get genuine 
Philadelphia Brand Cream 
Cheese. There's a difference 
in texture you'll notice at 
once. And such a difference 
in taste! Kraft makes this 
famous brand of cream 
cheese fresh every day— 
hurries it to food dealers 
under refrigeration. The 
cream cheese marked Phila- 
delphia Brand on the pack- 
age comes to you with Kraft's 
guarantee of freshness! 







TWO-MINUTE TREAT...CREAM CHEESE FROSTING: Here's a 
delicious cake frosting that’s so quick, so easy! Blend one 4-oz. package 
of Philadelphia Brand Cream Cheese with two cups of icing sugar. Add one 
teaspoonful of orange juice and half a teaspoonful of grated orange 


rind. Blend. There it is—ready to spread oncake! And you'll love it! 


KRA?T 


The World's Favourite Cheeses are 
made by the Men and Women of 








. BV KRAFT 
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he saw the light of household fires 
gleam warm and bright; above the 
spectral glaciers shone and from his lips 
escaped a groan. Excelsior.” 

“Yeah,” said Paul. 


AT THE zoo Paul took Dickie in tow 
and Marjorie took Robin, but after 
Robin had sprung both her arms, she 
asked to swap. The elephant was 
stalking up and down in his outside 
cage, swinging his trunk, and Dickie 
needed only a glance to satisfy himself 
as to the elephant’s proportions. All 
of a sudden he jerked her away. Then 
faster, faster, faster, she was chasing 
through house after house in pursuit of 
a small boy in a snowsuit who barely 
looked at the giraffe before he was 
pursuing the camel, and the polar bear 
before he dashed to the pelicans. 

“Dickie,” Marjorie panted, “‘don’t 
you want to see the polar bear some 
more. Look, I think he’s coming out 
of the water in a minute. You haven't 
seen all of him yet.” 

But Dickie had already seen 
polar bear. 

“Why are you in such a hurry? 
This is what we came here to do. To 
look at the animals.” 

“T’m in a hurry,” Dickie explained 
briefly, “‘because I’m afraid I won't 
see everything.” 

Marjorie looked around and tardily 
realized that Paul and Robin were not 
with them. She collared Dickie and 
marched him back to the elephant. 
“I’ve seen the ullaphant,” Dickie 
protested. 

But Robin was still there, standing 
with open mouth and sturdy legs 
braced. He would recognize an ele- 
phant if he should run into! one again. 
Paul’s eyes darkened. Perhaps it was 
because he was tired, thought Marjorie, 
that he spoke with unfamiliar harsh- 
ness. “Did you have to rush Dickie off 
like that? Are you in such a hurry to 
be through?” 

“IT wasn’t rushing 
Marjorie as calmly as she could. “He 


the 


bien as 
him,” said 


was rushing me. 

Paul was politely sceptical as he 
looked at Dickie. The little traitor, 
having exhausted every other possi- 
bility, was now content to give thx 
elephant a second glance. “The first 
time they’ve ever been in a zoo,” Paul 
said. ‘‘Maybe it bores you, but you 
might give them a chance.”’ 

Stung by the injustice, 
flared. ‘‘I don’t see anything particu- 
larly edifying in standing and staring 
at an elephant all day.” 

They looked at with 
aching and discouraged eyes. It seemed 
such a trivial thing 
their short time together, 
down Marjorie knew that it wasn’t 
trivial. Then Paul took Robin’s hand 
led him 
sections she and Dickie had already 


Marjorie 


each other 


to fight about in 


but deep 


and patiently toward the 
toured. 
Going up to the exit it was fortunate 


that the children were conversational, 


because Paul and Marjorie certainly 
were not. 
“See the maroon, Dickie?’? Robin 
said. “See the maroon?” 
Dickie laughed patronizingly. ‘It 
“It’s a 


isn’t a maroon,” he corrected. 
bagoon.” 

Marjorie Paul a_ trembling 
smile. “Which animal was that, Paul? 
A cross 


baboon with dark red fur?” 


Lave 


between a raccoon and a 










But Paul always considered thoughts 
in the order of their appearance and 
his attention was on his watch. “] 
can make the next train,” he said. 

So this, thought Marjorie, was the 
way it happened. Not one big smash- 
ing thing but a series of little things. 
The gradual drifting apart until nothing 
was left but indifference. 

That night Marjorie wrote Paul a 
letter. It was for the children’s sake, 
the letter said. Christmas without 
daddy wouldn’t be Christmas atall . . . 
She had to wait awhile for his reply. 


* Paul seldom wrote by return mail or 


tried to catch the postman at the box. 
But at last, she heard. He had made 
arrangements to come the day before 
Christmas. He might have to leave 
on the afternoon train Christmas Day. 
Well, it was better than nothing. 

“Gosh,” Marjorie said to Dickie. “It 
would be a big help if you were old 
enough to go to the store forme . . .” 

Dickie agreed with her. “I wish I 
was grown up so I could bea fireman...” 

A little chill crept over her as she 
looked at the figure that was already 
lean and knobby instead of baby plump. 
Just as clearly as if Paul were in the 
room she could hear him say, “Don’t 
worry, he'll grow up.” 

“‘But when is he going to walk . . .” 

“He'll walk. I think I can promise 
you that.” 

If only Dickie were old enough to 
drink from a cup, she’d thought. If 
only Dickie were old enough to sleep in 
a regular bed. If only Dickie were old 
enough to go and see Mickie Mouse. 
Well, he could do all of those things 
now, but where was that baby who liked 
to wave by-by and bump heads? 

All rigbt, she told Paul silently. You 
win. But you didn’t know that I’ve been 
trying. And I’m going to keep on trying. 
Viavhe when you get home you won't eren 
know me. 

It was a program just like dieting. 
You could do it if you had the will 
power. When Dickie said, “I was the 
best rester in kindergarten today,” you 
didn’t say, “Hurry up to bed.” You 
pulled him close and listened. After all, 
what would you do with the time you 
saved that was more important than 
this? She addressed Paul again 
see, I’m learning, dear. 

And at night when the children were 
in bed, she practiced some more. Instead 
of three articles in a magazine, she read 
one. Sometimes she could even remem- 
ber what the article about 10 
minutes after she’d read it. And so she 
could give Paul an outline, instead of 
saying, “It’s about atomic energy .. . 
Well, I really can’t remember. But it’s 
fascinating. You'll have to read it.” 


you 


was 


BY THE morning before Christmas, 
with Paul due any minute, she had 
slowed down so much that she still had 
And when the baby 
hadn't got 
around to pacing the floor and peering 
out the windows. But on the way to the 
station, she had all she could do to 


shopping to do. 


’ 


sitter arrived she even 


subdue the old familiar urgency. This 
Christmas would have to be perfect for 
Paul, 

She jumped out of the car, started to 
run to him, and abruptly changed to a 
sedate walk. His eyes lighted on her new 
“That’s 


swagger coat the first thing. 
really something.” 

She just couldn’t refrain from boast- 
ing. “I had it altered!” 
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ORGS SA SENT ABD DAE: A SIA UTD Eten Me cal 


@ Feminine Frills. Beautifully made white 
dickies with a touch of lace at the throat. In 
crisp sharkskins, filmy sheers, dainty cottons. 
Jewel necklines, or open V’s. Pretty pastels, 
too. 98¢ to $3.59. 





e Gala Sewing Boxes with “just-what-I-wanted” charm! @ Singer Electric Irons that will win a hug for 
A place for éverything —and everything in its place! Ask Santa! Smooth-pressing “home” model, $12.95. 
to see the roomy chintz-covered buckets and fitted sew- Compact folding iron for fine pieces and travel, 
ing kits, too. $1.09 to $4.25. $9.75. Both with Fabric Dial. 





© Timesaving Attachments for the lady who 
sews. Buttonholer, shown above, turns out 
perfect, non-fraying buttonholes, $10.75. Zig- 
zagger, Gatherer, Hemstitcher, many others— 
priced from 65¢. 





© Featherweight Singer Portable — an 11- 
pound wonder with a pick-up-and-carry 
case. Has all the features, does all the work 
of a full-size Singer, including darning and 
mending. Made in Canada and sells for 
$135.00, plus tax. Budget terms if desired. 





¢ Singer Cabinet Electrics come in a variety of styles from 
consoles to desk models. Each a charming piece of 





furniture with a famous Singer inside. Prices range from @ Glamour Aprons for holiday hostesses. Prints, 
$145.00 to $245.00, plus tax. (Slightly higher in West.) organdies, solid colors. $1.19 to $2.19. Boudoir 
Husbands, please note: We'll do our level best, but if your boxes for gloves, hankies, hosiery. $1.49. 


Singer doesn’t arrive in time for Christmas, just tell the 
wife it’s on the way. She’// know it’s worth waiting for. 


For your protection Singer sells its machines only through 
Singer Sewing Centers, identified by the Red “S” on 
the window, and never through department stores or 
other outlets. 

Check address of your local Singer Shop in phone book. 
Singer Sewing Machine Company. 















e Handsome Sewing Cabinet that doubles as ota 


‘ . Z 2. *s se two on" rman oa a ay wed 
—_ _— “ res a i ; inne @ Singer Sewing Lessons at the Singer Sewing 
Ways — oe? a ne ae A urniture with Center — welcome gift for any mother, any 
eee ee th tai amtan eae: Tia daughter! Complete course of 8 lessons — $8 





space for all kinds of sewing things. Three ; dul Sisctcatedl 
a roomy drawers for notions and supplies. THERE’S ONE NEAR YOU TO SERVE YOU ae ay Rae ienhe Pion a lilt 
3 Unhitted, $24.75. May Street, Fort William, Ontario. Over a 


a Copyright U.S.A. 1945 amd 1947, by The Singer Manufacturing Co. All rights reserved for ali countreas h > 
i . undred more from coast to coast. 
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—— GRAPE JUICE 


in the Flavour of the Natural Grape 


“Canada’s Choicest!”” That’s what you 
will say the very moment you try 
Jordan Grape Juice. 

For Jordan is different ... in its superb 
vine-fresh flavour ... the direct result of 
the special grapes developed exclusively 
by Jordan experts for extra flavour, 
body and richness. 


Try a Bottle Today 


And Jordan is different...in the high 
quality madg possible by the research 
and processing facilities of Canada’s 

largest grape juice plant. 
Try Jordan Grape Juice. Enjoy its 
smooth, refreshing mellowness .. . its 
richness in the wholesome properties 

of the natural grape. 


It's Canada’s Choicest 


JORDAN 
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“No!” His eyes widened. She felt 
altogether too pleased with herself as 
she drove to the supermarket. 

This time it wasn’t because Paul 
lagged a step behind her crossing the 
street, nor because he let three shoppers 
come between them, nor because the 
sight of the meat counter was like smoke 
to a firehorse. It was because up the 
street Marjorie saw Stirling Blake 
coming toward them. Didn’t that man 
ever work, she asked herself. Was he 
always going to be popping up to give 
Paul something to remember? 

She whirled through the turnstile and 
grabbed the first basket on its carrier. 
She gave ita mighty heave forward and 
then without warning, felt herself fall- 
ing, falling, falling, and never landing. 
The harder she gripped the handle the 
more it pulled her on top of the basket. 
By the time she realized the handle was 
defective, her shins were cracked and 
her shoulders out of joint. She let go at 
last and skidded to the floor, dazed and 
shattered. What a grotesque way to 
die, she was thinking hazily. But so 
typical! Let the punishment fit the 
crime. 

Fom an unbelievable distance she 
heard the blur of voices. Paul roaring, 
“You want to kill someone here? Throw 
out that basket.” 

. that basket here again?” 
. put it away three times already.” 

Paul was still taking the management 
apart, as he picked her up. It was nice 
he felt so strongly about it, she was 
thinking. And then he turned a face 
on her that was white with anger. “If 
you hadn’t been in such a hurry = 

The doctor said no bones were broken, 
but Marjorie was inclined to consider 
this an understatement. It hurt her to 
stand, it hurt her to sit. She was one 
aching lump of misery. Wrapped in a 
cocoon of adhesive tape, she spent 
Christmas Eve in bed, while Paul filled 
the big net stockings alone. 

The morning was still black when 
Marjorie heard the thunder of little feet. 
From the hall she heard Dickie say, 
“Want to see what Santa Claus brought, 
Robin? Want to see your stocking? 
Come on. Come on.” 

And Robin’s answering drawl. “Just 
a minute.” 


“ 


Shivering, Marjorie got up and put on 
her bathrobe. The stiffness was still 
there, but the aches had gone. She 
looked at Paul. His sleeping face was 
smooth and young and there was the 
shadow of a smile on his lips. She 
touched his cheek lightly with her 
finger, but he didn’t stir. He would miss 

He would miss all the fun. Marjorie 
Then she said softly, 
“The children are up,” and slipped from 


stood ‘irresolute. 


the room. 

Dickie was already half down the 
stairs. Marjorie seized Robin’s hand and 
urged him along. By the time she got to 
the living room with Robin and turned 
up the thermostat, Dickie had _ his 
stocking on the floor half emptied. 
“Indian hat, ball,” he tabulated, but 
his eyes scarcely grazed them. He was 
tugging at the next. “Book, train... 
oh, look at the train.” This was purely 
rhetorical because he didn’t look himself. 

Marjorie turned her eyes to Robin. 
His stocking still bulged with mysterious 
wonders and he stared at it fascinated. 
Slowly he extracted one car of a minia- 
ture wooden train. He looked at it 
blissfully and then pulled out another. 
He hitched the first one to the second 
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and then, flopping over on his tummy, 
he solemnly ran them up and down the 
hearth back and forth, back and forth, 
with a lovely clickety-click, 

“Robin, dear,” she said. “‘What else 
is in your stocking?” 

“T dunno.” 

“Well, look and see, look and see.” 

He favored her with a puzzled stare 
and finally put in his hand and drew out 
a coal car. He hitched this to his 
engine and now had three cars which he 
drew back and forth across the tile. 
Dickie took the toe of his stocking and 
shook it, but it was the end. There 
wasn’t one thing left. He, too, turned 
his attention to Robin. “‘What else you 
got a 

One by one Robin added the other 
cars to his train and pushed them back 
and forth, silently enthralled. “I got a 
train, too,” said Dickie, dancing im- 
patiently. “Aren’t you going to look in 
your stocking some more?” 

Robin reluctantly left his train and 
probed. He came up with a lollipop, 
took off the paper, and proceeded to eat 
it. Disgusted, Dickie picked up his 
toys to take to his room. “When ‘are we 
going to have the tree, mummy?” He 
turned to the figure in the door. “‘When 
are we going to have the tree, daddy?” 

“Why, son,” Paul said, putting a 
hand on Dickie’s tousled head. “Are 
you through already?” 

Marjorie’s glance sped to Paul. Un- 
wittingly, she burst out,“ Look at Robin. 
He just refuses to see what’s in his 
stocking!” Robin drew out his second 
lollipop, took off the paper and began to 
eat it, and Marjorie let out a muffled 
groan. 

Paul said, “‘I bet Dickie doesn’t even 
know he’s got any lollipops. You'll find 
them days later under his bed.” 

Suddenly the feeling of futility that 
had been dammed up in Marjorie all 
these weeks, overflowed. She covered 
her face with her hands and the tears 
trickled through her fingers. “It’s 
hopeless,” she cried. “You see it’s 
hopeless. No matter how I try I can’t 
seem to change. And now there are two 
of us, me and Dickie.” She raised her 
face and flung out with a final flare of 
spirit. “‘ You might have guessed there’d 
be one like you and one like me.” 

“Why,” said Paul slowly, “so there 
is... Funny thing, these genes.” He 
sat down and looked at her. “* Marjorie. 
I think it’s about time to tell you...” 


THE PAUSE that followed was the 


worst she had ever endured because this 
time she was really listening. “But I’ve 
made up my mind,” he said, at last. 


“And I’m convinced I’m right. When I 


married you I was pretty conceited. | 
said to myself, this silly little girl takes 
things too hard. And she’s always in 
such a hurry, but what is she going to 
do with herself when she gets there? | 
thought I could help that girl to see 
things along the way that she might not 
have seen without me.” 

“Oh, but you did. You have... 

Paul looked at her strangely. “It took 
me awhile to see that there might be 
another opinion. Yours. And that what 
I considered virtues you might consider 
handicaps. We were differently gaited— 
the race horse and the draft horse—the 


” 


putter-puss.” 
“That was a term of affection, dear. 
No more derogatory than May Queen.” 
“Well, I tried to give you a break,” 
# Continued on page 51 
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1947 IS A MERCURY YEAR / 





p PEE wants fine lingerie that lasts— 
here is sheerness that’s tough! The secret is a special way of knitting— 
TrICOT-KNIT by Mercury! TRICOT combines the smoothness of loom-knit 
with the stretch of circular-knit. The result: Mercury lingerie is sheer 
and stretchy . . . soft and strong! . . . runproof . . . tubs easily, 


It’s lingerie that wears! 


And because it’s tailored, Mercury lingerie won't ride up or twist! 


Your choice, madame? Mercury Slips are tricot-knit of nylon-over-rayon ... 
Mercury panties come in rayon, and 


nylon-over-rayon . . . both tricot-knit! 
You want practical loveliness in 
lingerie—so ask for MERCURY! 












well-dressed 


...its 





@ You've heard of 
Mercury's famous rounded 
French heel! It follows 
the natural line of your 
foot . . . assures perfect 
fit. No damaging garter 
pull, no ankle sag... 
Mercury Nylons cling flatter- 
ingly from top to toe. 
Ask for Mercury Nylons in 
fashion’s newest shades! 


MERCURY 


Made exclusively af Mercury Mills, Limited, Hamilton, Canada 
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y Holiday Fixtms~ 


CRANBERRY CHRISTMAS TREES are easy to 
make— grease cone-shaped paper cups and 
fill with hot cranberry sauce; place cups in 
water glasses for support while sauce sets. The 
tart flavor is a perfect accent for the mellow 
richness of Swift's Premium Ham. With Swift's 
Premium you can, of course, be absolutely cer 
tain of superb quality. That certainty, main- 
tained through half a century, has made it 
Canada's traditional favorite, far and away 
the best-liked ham of all. To enjoy its match- 
less flavor at its best, follow the easy cooking 
instructions on the tag that comes with etther the 
whole ham or butt half. For tree decoration 
and ‘“‘music’’ on ham, use softened cream 
cheese. Garnish with holly. Then—bring on 
the platter, carve the ham. As you savor 
the fragrant slices remember that only Swift's 
Brown Sugar Cure and special way of smok- 
ing can give you ham of such royal goodness. 





CHRISTMAS GIFT IDEA! A Swift's Premium Ham 
makes an unusual ond impressive Christmas gift 
2 kinds—regular style; or cooked and ready to 
eat. Also Swift's Premium Bacon—in the piece, or 
sliced in Y lb. and 1 Ib packages. Both ham 
anda bacon come in gay holiday wrappings 
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C) Please bill me later. 


If ordering other magazines, use a separate sheet 


if you wish your own subscription entered 


.as payment. 


n new or renewal sub- 


scription as well as Gift Subscriptions from other 


members of your family to their friends. 
Place an X here 


My name 
My address .. 


WwW 


Do not forget to attach your name and address to each sheet 


Be sure to provide the information that 


will enable us to correctly sign and address the 
greeting card that will announce each Gift Sub- 


0) I enclose §......... 


[) Mail Gift Cards to reach them in the Christmas mails, signed as indicated. 
Use this order form for CHATELAINE Gift Orders only. 


Please send CHATELAINE Christmas Gifts to the following for one year: 
[] OR, send Cards to me for mailing. 


Please check prices and information listed on this 
form carefully before mailing your Christmas Gift 


You may include your ow 


CHATELAINE, 481 University Avenue, Toronto 2, Ontario. 
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a loop of sleigh bells such as 
horses wear round their necks, or so 
*ve gleaned from storybooks.” But 
alifornia doesn’t give with sleigh 
bells. Nor, I find, does any shop in 
hese parts. Can anybody tell me 
yhere I can buy such a string of 
ingle-jingles? 
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IF YOU LIVE WEST OF THE GREAT 
LAKES OR IN THE MARITIMES 























For sound effect no radio techni- 
ian ever topped my father’s 
endition of Santa’s annual descent. 
And no actor ever carried a dual role 
ore convincingly. No one could tell 
me there was no Santa Claus; I’d 
heard him land with one foot in the 
onal scuttle and I'd heard him laugh- 
ing and talking—so I had. The 
conversation went like this: 

Santa: Merry Christmas, Merry 
Christmas, Mr. C., here I am again. 
Let’s see now, you have a little girl 
here, haven’t you—has she been 
good? 
ls Dad: Yes, she’s been pretty good 
me ¥ (pure perjury—but never mind!) and 
here’s the letter she’s written you. 

Santa: Well, well, well, I have the 
very things (whoa, Prancer, whoa 
Dancer) and do you think she would 
like this—and this? And this? 

Dad: Thank you, Santa, but that 
will do; keep enough for other 
children. I'll hold your pack while 
you start climbing. 

Santa: Yes, yes, must be going. 
Long trip ahead. Busy night. Lots 
of calls. Merry Christmas. 

Mother: Here, Santa, take a sand- 
wich with you, take a bit of my 
spiced shortbread .. . 

Now I don’t know what the 
psychology boys would think of this 
but I know it was pure bliss. 
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AIRMAIL YO 


My wish for you: a white Christ- 
mas, a green tree, a brown turkey and 
rosy glasses to look through at the 
world, 
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CHRISTMAS GIFT IDEA! A Swift's Premium Ham 


makes an unusval and impressive Christmas gift 


2 kinds — regular style; or cooked and ready to 


eat. Also Swift's Premium Bacon—in the piece, or 


i 


slicea in 2 Ib. and |} 


lb. packages. Both ham 


and bacon come in gay holiday wrappings 
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lHlelen Campbell's Page 


Y RIBS are bruised, my feet ache 

and my head’s in a dizzy whirl, 

but I’ve had a good day. I’ve 
found the bird cage for Aunt Jo, 
picked out the puppy for my nephew- 
by-adoption, sent in a list of Chate- 
laine subscriptions (to make sure of a 
half dozen readers), ordered the 
Christmas turkey, mailed some long- 
distance cards and bought a hat with 
a fuchsia feather. I won’t be able to 
see out of my left eye—but what's the 
difference; I can always turn right 
and walk around the block. 


Just to show you what the 
Christmas spirit will do, I assured the 
stout party who came down on my 
corn on the elevator that I thought 
it was a butterfly lighting. But | 
couldn’t fool that corn of mine: it’s 
a realist. 


You'll dig good down-to-earth 
information from “Planning and 
Planting YourOwn Place,” a book by 
Louis Van de Boe, man who knows 
more than his onions. Profitable 
winter reading for gardeners. Nice 
gift for same. 


Christmases in my life: There 
were childhood Christmases on the 
farm, with snowdrifts and sleigh bells, 
Santa down the chimney and a tree 
from our own wood lot... with a 
breakfast carrot for all the horses, a 
special bone for the collie, Skip, and 
a little cream in the milk for puss... 
with stockings to turn out and a hid- 
den present to hunt in the morning, 
toboggan slides in the afternoon and 
a carol singsong in the parlor at the 
day’s end. There was one Christmas 
breakfast in a boarding school and 
dinner with folks took in a 
stranger and became my best friends. 
Christmases out of town, arriving at 
the crack of dawn for bacon and 
mushrooms .. . sitting in the family 
circle while the tree was disrobed and 
the King spoke to his people ...a 


Ww ho 


picture puzzle from Santa for every- 
one and the afternoon spent juggling 
the pieces to the hum of good talk and 
the cracking of walnut shells. Christ- 
mas in Mexico—dinner in the high- 
ceilinged, sky-lighted dining room of 
a charming Spanish colonial home. 
With charming people. Tea at four— 
a big English tea with scones and 
jam, hot savories, Christmas cookies 
and a saffron cake—and everybody in 
fiesta mood. And a three-in-one 
Christmas at home—breakfast and 
the gift-opening ceremony at my 
neighbor’s, a table for four at noon 
in a_holly-hung restaurant, and 
turkey at seven with a favorite fami- 
ly. Yes, Christmas is my lucky day. 


Juice of one good-sized orange 
and one lemon, alarge banana mashed 
34 cupful of sugar and 1 cupful of 
water provide the makings of a fine 
frosty sherbet. You know how to 
whip up a sherbert, n’est ce pas. 


I’ve tried to like white Christmas 
trees hung with blue lights. I really 
have. I’ve tried to like ’em gold or 
silver or sprayed with pink paint. Or 
otherwise corrupted. But I want my 
tree green and fragrant, reaching for 
the ceiling, looped and festooned, 
dripping icicles and candy canes and 
shiny ornaments, all kinds, like paper 
pompoms and Christmas balls and fat 
saucy angels with gauzy wings. | want 
lacy bags and little cornucopias filled 
with striped peppermints. And I 
want a gold star on top and packages 
with red bows round the base. 


For popcorn chains use a slender 
needle and ordinary spool cotton. 
Works better than cord. 


California hasn’t everything. Writes 
a friend from Frisco that she wants 


‘a loop of sleigh bells such as 
horses wear round their necks, or so 
I’ve gleaned from storybooks.” But 
California doesn’t give with sleigh 
bells. Nor, I find, does any shop in 
these parts. Can anybody tell me 
where I can buy such a string of 
jingle-jingles? 


For sound effect no radio techni- 
cian ever topped my father’s 
rendition of Santa’s annual descent. 
And no actor ever carried a dual role 
more convincingly. No one could tell 
me there was no Santa Claus; I’d 
heard him land with one foot in the 
coal scuttle and I’d heard him laugh- 
ing and talking—so I had. The 
conversation went like this: 

Santa: Merry Christmas, Merry 
Christmas, Mr. C., here I am again. 
Let’s see now, you have a little girl 
here, haven’t you 
good? 

Dad: Yes, she’s been pretty good 
(pure perjury—but never mind!) and 
here’s the letter she’s written you. 

Santa: Well, well, well, I have the 
very things (whoa, Prancer, whoa 
Dancer) and do you think she would 
like this—and this? And this? 

Dad: Thank you, Santa, but that 
will do; keep enough for other 
children. I'll hold your pack while 
you start climbing. 

Santa: Yes, yes, must be going. 
Long trip ahead. Busy night. Lots 
of calls. Merry Christmas. 

Mother: Here, Santa, take a sand- 
wich with you, take a bit of my 
spiced shortbread . . . : 

Now I don’t know what the 
psychology boys would think of this 
but I know it was pure bliss. 


has she been 


My wish for you: a white Christ- 
mas, a green tree, a brown turkey and 
rosy glasses to look through at the 
world, 





ALUMINUM 
Guarantee Your Baking and Cooking 
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Pueawe COOKER 


Your Wear-Ever Cooker with the patented 
Snap-Tite Cover — that cannot be removed while the 


pressure is on —is the finest quality pressure cooker 


to watch. You can turn out tempting, elaborate dinners 
- meals rich with all their natural.“Z 

‘flavour and goodness. The Wear-Ever Pressure Cooker 
Baan . 


in a few minutes 
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ooking UTENSILS 


You'll find your vegetables, meats, soups, all 
cooked dishes actually heat faster, more evenly, 
retain a maximum of natural flavour with 
Wear-Ever Aluminum famous for finer 
quality since 1899. An ideal gift at Christmas! 


Wear-Ever 
ROASTER 


Serve your family a well-browned, juicily tender roast 

rich with all its natural savour and goodness! 
Wear-Ever'’s precision-fit, self-basting covers keep 
all that delicious meat flavour “sealed in Roaster 
cooks your meat evenly, quickly. Use it for cold pack 
canning, too! 


Wear-Ever 
TEA KETTLE 


You want boiling water — fast! For washing, cooking, 
that quick cup of tea, countless household uses 

your Wear-Ever Tea Kettle gives you hot water in a 
hurry. Hard sheet aluminum spreads heat more rapidly, 
Saves you minutes. Gleaming surface cleans like magic 


Wear-Ever 
PERCOLATOR 


You'll enjoy delicious, fragrant coffes always with your 
Wear-Ever Percolator! Like all Wear-Ever Utensils, 
the thick, hard aluminum spreads heat fast .. . keeps 
that full, rich, natural coffee flavour. Light, easy-to- 
handle. Gives you extra long service. 


AND OF COURSE... 


Simpler-to-use! No dial 





I 
+ anytime. i 
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(reat Dane 


Continued from page 23 


"Ya." 

“*Everybody’d think I got fresh with 
you.” She was laughing at him. 

He felt himself getting hot. His hand 
that was against the small of her back 
itched to slide down a few inches and 
give her a slap, a smart one. She read 
his mind or maybe his hand had moved 
a bit. She shook her head at him. Then 
she asked, “‘What’s your name?” 

“Does it matter?” 

*“No. Maybe you think I should have 
waited for you to ask.” 

“Dane Winters,” he said. 

“Great Dane.” 

He found he didn’t mind that. 

Then she said, “I’m Haviland Blade.” 

He looked at her. ‘Do people call 
you that?” 

“When they call me.’ 

*(i call you Butch.” 

“Will you call me?” 


The way she said it, you could answer 


» 


it or you could leave it unanswered. He 
left it. He felt the voltage go up again, 
and he changed the subject. 

“Look at them,” he said, “look at 
them. They're all playing up to their 
partners and all the time looking around 
to sce who’s watching.” 

“The men or the girls?” she asked 
innocently. 

“You'd think they’d come to a dance 
to dance.” 

“Don’t they?” 

“It’s a rodeo,” he said. “Every girl 
trying to rope a man. Pull him off his 
horse and tie him up and sit on him. For 
the rest of his life.” 

“My! you’re bitter, aren’t you? Don't 
you know that’s what keeps the world 
going, the old girl-boy stuff?” 

“You're like all the rest,” he said. 
“Marriage is all you think of.” 

She seemed to consider it. “‘ Maybe so. 
But why shouldn’t 1? I don’t want to 
work in the civil service all my life. I'd 
like to stay home and take care of my 
boy. The only way I can do that is to 
get married again.” 

““That’s a reason for getting married!” 

“What’s a better one? 

‘lI don’t know. Maybe there isn’t 


” 


any . 


THE MUSIC had stopped and they 
were walking off the floor. They even 
walked together well. So many girls 
can’t keep their balance or else can’t 
adjust their steps, and keep bumping 
against a fellow. 

“Somebody let you down?” she asked 
casually. 

“No.” He felt angry and didn’t know 
why. “‘Was your marriage such a happy 


one Ye 


“1. 

“Completely successful. Nothing to 
be desired.” 

“No.” 

The muscles of his face were getting 
stiff with emotion and he didn’t know 
why. 

“So you can forget so soon and want 
to get married again,” 

She looked at him as if she was sorry 
for him, and that made him madder. 
“What's the matter with you? You’re 
all mixed up, aren’t you?” she said. 

“T don’t think so. But of course, it 
isn’t the man that counts, it’s the state 
of matrimony. You’re not marrying for 
love, you’re marrying so you can stay 





home and not have to work any more.” 

“You mustn’t let one girl spoil every- 
thing for'you,” she said, 

“You’ve got me wrong. There wasn’t 
any girl.” 

“Then maybe you ought to find one.” 

“The solution to everything,” he said 
cynically. 

“To most things.” 

“No, thanks. Anyway I’m safe. | 
don’t make enough money to interest 
the ladies.” 

She got mad then, when there wasn’t 
anything to get mad about. “You 
think you know all about women,” she 
said, “but there’s something you could 
learn. Maybe I could learn something 
about your kind too, but I don’t think 
so. Even if you made twice what you 
make now, you’d still think you didn’t 
make enough to get married on, You'd 
divide it by two and decide that wasn’t 
enough for you. You're so selfish you 
don’t know anything about giving, 
except giving money. You're selfish, 
and you're afraid. I bet you don’t like 
children.” 

“You're right as usual,” he said. 

“And you're safe, as you said, Great 
Dane, you're safe to grow old and 
pe trified.” 

He made her a mocking little bow and 
started to say, “Thanks for the dance.” 
But someone was already touching her 
on the elbow. He turned so he wouldn’t 
see her lift her arms, and went out for 
Aa smoke ° 

He should have gone home then, but 
he didn’t. He stayed around until the 
end, until they played “Good-night, 
Sweetheart.”” He had a few glimpses of 
her dancing. His eyes searched until 
they found her, and when they found 
her they didn’t want to watch her. 
Haviland Blade. An unbelievable name. 

He saw her go with her two friends 
to get her coat from the check room, and 
he felt a lift. She was going home elone. 
Then she came downstairs and a man 
stepped forward and took her arm. She 
passed close by him and stared at him as 
if he were part of the wall, 

“Good hunting, Butch,” he = said 
softly, and felt better when he saw that 
she heard. 


THE DANCES were part of a staff 
recreation program the Regional Office 
had started. The whole setup was new. 
They had said there would be a dance a 
month, but it was two months before 
there was another one. The day the 
posters appeared in the lobby of the 
building, Dane went to the phone and 
called the Insurance Division. He didn’t 
have to look up the extension number, 
he had it memorized. 

“Insurance Division, Miss Blade 
speaking,” she said, and it took him by 
surprise. “Insurance Division,” she 
repeated. > 

“Hello,” he said, “hello, Butch.” 

“It’s the Great Dane,” she said, 
under control. 

“T hear there’s going to be another 
dance,” he said. 

“You must have your ear to the 
ground.” 

“The posters are up in the lobby,” he 
said stiffly. “If you are planning to go, 
I thought I’d offer you a lift.” 

She was silent. 

“Or are you married already?” 

“No, I’m not married—yet.” 

“‘T promise not to stand in the way of 
opportunities,” he said. “I'll just act as 
a sort of come-on boy for you.” 
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“Put that way, it’s a charming pro- 
posal,” she said. “What do you get out 
of it?” 

“Not a thing. I’ve been thinking 
over what you said about me the other 
night. This is my Boy Scout deed for 
the week.” 

“IT would feel like a heel if 1 turned 
down a Boy Scout,” she said. 

“Where do I pick you up?” 

“Right here. I live out too far to go 
home and then come back down. Does 
your good deed allow for dinner too?” 

He thought for a moment. “What 
about that son of yours?” 


“He’s used to my going out. I'll get 
someone to sit with him.” 
“Dinner it is. See you later,” he said. 


HE LOOKED at her critically when 

they met. He might have been glad, 

even, to have found something wrong. 

There was nothing wrong. She wore a 

black dress and over it a short red coat. 

The coat was no more vivid than she 

was, and when she slipped it off in the 

, restaurant, you didn’t miss it. She 

with Cow Brand wasn’t the kind of girl that you bother cae 
Baking Soda and about describing, saying she has red ' 
—— milk. This hair, or she has brown hair. There was e j 
magic combination too much else. But she did have reddish- ost @} risitmas ™* 
makes good things brown hair and blazing blue eyes. She 
taste better. Use it was alive. Her face moved. She didn’t 
the next time you pay any attention to her looks. She put Christmas comes a-calling when you serve your 
her purse beside her on the seat without guests Lushus Plum Pudding. Alive with 


even opening it to look in the mirror. shimmering holiday color— packed with fruit 
She had a dimple way over in one a . ; ‘ 
bac Rd tectias and flavor, it’s a chef’s creation that’s yours 


: cheek close to her ear. ; * é 
Cc O BRAN ) seen a dimple in just that place before. for a few minutes’ preparation. It’s the very 


oN i G SO DA “T wouldn’t think you’d like leaving spirit of Christmas! 


your son home alone all evening when 
E BICARBONATE OF SODA he’s been alone all day,” he said. “That 
is, if you care as much about him as you 
say.” 
She looked at him as if to say, so 
we're back there, are we? 
“He isn’t alone.” 
“A sitter,” Dane said. 
ve: 
“T’ve heard about sitters. I heard 
about one sitter who used to put the 
little boy’s head into the unlit oven with 
the gas turned on, so he’d get drowsy 
faster and not bother her.” 
“And did he?” 
“I heard about another sitter who 
entertained her boy friend and together 
they set the house on fire smoking 
cigarettes, and forgot about the baby.” 
“For someone who doesn’t like child- 
ren, you seem to have a lot of informa- 
tion about sitters.” 
“‘Some people have to talk about their 
children, you know.” 
She lit up. “I don’t. I haven't. 
You’ve talked more about my boy than | %®, Av 
I have.” i - LUSHUS PLUM PUDDING 
“Excuse me. Maybe you'd like to Ri ws Prepare Orange Lushus using two cups of water. 
forget him.” When Lushus commences to set add: 
“Maybe you'd like me to run home : Ss aaened aia 
and see if he’s in the oven. Maybe 1 c chopped dates 
you're sorry you asked me to go to 4¢ ¢ maraschino or candied cherries (red or green 
: *” — chopped) 
dinner. , 44 ec cooked peaches (diced) 
He grinned. “I didn’t ask you. You el 4 ¢ cut candied peel 
- ” \ 1 tsp Shirriff’s cinnamon extract 
asked me. : ; 0 % tsp salt 
He thought she’d walk right out of Place in large or individual moulds. Decorate with 
the restaurant, but then she had to grin cherries and serve on ruffle of whipped cream tinted 


too, and after that things were all right. green. Top with a holly spray. Makes 10 to 12 
They ordered and when the meal came ee 
= she really ate and enjoyed it, no pushing 
THE ORIGINAL ’ } the food daintily around on her plate. ee ee ae ee ee ee 


WORCESTERSHIRE |°- ; And it didn’t seem to have spoiled her \ 
. ASA figure any either. 
SAUCE ys r 
MADE IN WORCESTER = THEY GOT to the dance hall early ATRRIEE % LLG, 
A eee ee Pe eae ee ere 


1 ENGLAND Z and it was pretty empty. It was one of JELLY DESSERT 
those lodge halls that haven’t been —E DB Pre =e Fe eT 
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s @ Ever since 1920 the name 
se. and reliability in Canadian wash- 





Locomotive has symbolized power 
ing machines. Satisfied customers 
write us regularly about Loco- 
motive washers which have given 
faithful service for a quarter of a 
century. The smart, economical 
new Locomotive machines are built 
to uphold this tradition of quality 
and satisfaction. 
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renovated for the last 50 years, and 
haven’t been swept for the last 10. It 


was kind of dismal, but pretty soon they | 


got the lights adjusted low enough so 
that you couldn’t see that, and then 
the musicians settled down. 


They danced. There was plenty of | 
room, and they didn’t talk. It was like | 


going into another world, and when the 
music stopped they had to come out of 
it. 

“I’m surprised,” Dane said, “a girl 
like you—” 

“What kind of a girl am 1?” 

“A girl who can dance like that 

“*Go on.” 

“Being so set on getting married, 
What can that give you—”’ 

“That this can’t?” 

He flushed. 

She put a hand on his arm. “It isn’t 
so much what a husband can give me, 
but what I can give him. When you've 
got it inside you, you've got to give it. 
It’s natural. It has meaning.” She 
leaned closer. “You'd know if you let 
yourself.” 

He knew she was teasing him. He 
knew she was just putting it on. But 
there was something else too, There 
was a warmth, that seemed to come from 
her, but was inside him too. Then she 
moved away. 

“How good are you at that Boy 
Scout stuff?” she asked. 

“Why—” 

“T hope you meant it because you're 
going to be put on your mettle very 
soon.” 

She was murmuring the words with 
her lips hardly moving, and her eyes 
were going over his shoulder and be- 


yond him. He didn’t have to turn | 


around to see 

“Do you mind, Dane?” she asked, 
and moved away before he had time to 
say he didn’t mind. 

About half an hour later he looked her 
up and she was with someone else and 
he said, “I'll be in the lounge, Butch,” 
and he was still there feeling like part of 


the fixtures when she came in with | 


another man. 

“This is Mac,” she said by way of 
introduction. 

Mac looked a little embarrassed, 
started to shake hands, and thought 
better of it. 

“Hav says,” Mac started, “Hav says 
you won't mind if she doesn’t go hom« 
with you. So I’m taking her home.” 

Dane looked at her. 

“You'll get an honor badge.” 

“That’s the way it is,” Dane said. 

She went to get her coat. Mac shifted 
his feet. “You a relative?” he asked. 

Dane thought it over. “Sort of.” 

“T see,” said Mac as if that explained 
it. “Well, I'll be going. Thanks a lot.” 

Next day at noon Dane went down to 
the second floor to see her, but she had 
gone to lunch. So he stood in the lobby 
most of his lunch hour waiting for her. 
When she came in she was late and in a 
hurry. 

“How was it?” he asked. 

“Last night? Oh, he’s sweet. He's 
taking me out tonight.” 

“Sweet,” said Dane and shook his 
head. “I’m not sweet.” 

“No,” 

“But is he serious?” She looked at 
him. “I mean you don’t want to waste 
your time on him if he isn’t, do you? 
You don’t want to forget you're out to 
get married.” 

“a won't forget.” 
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Get this 


beautiful 
FREE 


mirror book! 






TT Mirtors 


Just published! Colour sketches and 
photos show you quick, easy decor- 
ators’ mirror tricks .. . enable you to 
double your home's charm! 


You know that decorators have simple 
tricks that do wonders for a home’s looks 
- . . and that MIRRORS are used in 
decorators’ most effective work ... 

Well, you can now learn some of these 
valuable mirror-tricks for yourself! Use 
them in your own home—quickly, easily, 
economically! Send today for Hobbs’ 
new FREE booklet: "MAKE YOUR ROOMS 
LIGHT UP AND GROW WITH MIRRORS.” 

This lovely colour booklet gives you 
tips that help make your rooms look 
actually higher, wider, longer! Shows 
you how to make light appear in corners 
where there really isn’t any light! 

You'll find plenty of surprises in “MAKE 
YOUR ROOMS LIGHT UP AND GROW WITH 
MIRRORS”... you'll discover that mirrors 
can transform any part of your home. . . 
living room, dining room, bedroom, 
bathroom, hallway—even your kitchen! 

Be sure you get your copy of this grand 
booklet everyone’s going to want. There’s 
no obligation, n0 one will call on you. 
Send the coupon TODAY—or ask for a 
copy at your furniture or department store. 


While they last! 
Mail coupon today! 





Hobbs Glass Limited, Dept. c-3, 
London, Ontario. 


Please send me my FREE copy of “MAKE 
YOUR ROOMS LIGHT UP AND GROW 
WITH MIRRORS.” 


TIDINGS i'n bes wocemesecqncetocccessccacecs 
Street Address. .... seererereseceseces eccce 
CHI. ccvcccceccecccccce cl VOM. concsees ° 


My turniture dealer is: (Please print plainly) 
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“Maybe you think it’s none of my 
business. Well, it isn’t, but I feel a sort 
of interest.” 

“Sort of?” 

“1 took you to the dance, didn’t 1?” 

“va.” 

“I’m curious to see how it works 
out.” 

“*An experiment,” she said. 

“That’s right. Now I’m behind the 
scenes, so to speak.” 

‘Pulling the strings.” 

“Say I’m a spectator, rather.” 

“Well, just so you can continue your 
observations, he is serious.” 

She raised her hand in a sort of leave- 
taking and ran for the crowded elevator. 
The men pushed back and she squeezed 
in. Dan took the next elevator up, 
wondering about the hollow feeling in 
his middle. Then he remembered he 
had had no lunch. 

He asked her to go to the next dance 
with him. She thanked him but said 
Mac had already asked her. So he 
didn’t go to the dance. 

He phoned her for a Saturday date 
and she was busy. “Still Mac?” 

“No.” 

“So Mac wasn’t serious?” He had to 
watch his voice. 

“Yes, Mac was, but I wasn’t.” 

He could tell she was waiting for him 
to make a dirty crack. When he didn’t 
he heard her let out her breath. 

“How about the next Saturday then?” 

She was silent. 

“Or are you busy every Saturday?” 

**No-o-0.” 

“But no time now for a Boy Scout.” 

“Well, look, Dane. I can’t go Out too 
often. Dougie doesn’t like it.” 

Dougie must be her boy. “So you’re 
thinking of Dougie now.” 

I’ve always been thinking of him.” 

“Sor 

“Well.” She sounded embarrassed. 
“T have to make my time count. You 





understand. You said yourself I don’t 
want to waste my time. I don’t want to 
forget I’m out to get married.” 

“Oh, sure.” 

“I do enjoy being with you. But 
well—there just isn’t enough time for 
everything, and if I have to choose 
well—I can’t just play around, I-—I 
won’t get a husband that way.” 

“What I had in mind,” he said, 
speaking carefully, “was this party 
coming up. Artist fellow—has a studio, 
interesting guy, does nice work.” 

‘Are you asking me up to see his 
etchings, Dane?” 

He laughed shortly. ‘Well, in a way. 
Thought it might widen your circle of 
friends, There'll be lots of people there. 
You—you’ve got me kind of interested 
in seeing you married again. Since 
you're so set on ts” 

““That’s nice of you.” 

“Is it a date?” 

“Well, all right, Dane. Thank you 


” 
very much. 


HER DRESS that night was striped 
and bright, with a wide neck which fell 
off her shoulders a bit, first one shoulder 
and then the other. It was full and belted 
in small. That’s all there was to it. The 
rest was her. She looked like a Roman 
candle and there was a dramatic expect- 
ancy about her as if she was waiting to 
go off, 

The party was in progress when they 
arrived, but they were seen when they 
came in. As it turned out, she knew 
someone there, and he greeted her as if 
he had been looking for her every 
minute since they had last met. His 
name was Gordon. 

“Do you mind if I dance with Hav?” 
Gordon asked. “She’s an old friend.” 

Dane looked at her and she was 
laughing at him, at least she was laugh- 
ing. “‘That’s what | brought her for,” 
he said. Continued on next page 


“Pardon my bringing my maid along, girls, but you know this 
is my busband’s afternoon at bome.” 
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She lifted her arms to Gordon and 
Dane turned away. Later he saw 
Gordon taking her out on to the balcony 
to see the view. It really was a fine view. 
Couples were taking turns on that bal- 
Dane headed for a drink. 

“Maybe you could put some poison 
in two of them,” a girl said and Dane 
looked up. She must be the girl Gordon 
had brought to the party. 
for them?” he asked. 

“Is there anything the 
me?” she asked, “Anything missing, 
like an eye or a leg?” 


cony. 


“For us or 


matter with 


She wasn’t a bad-looking girl, but as 
far as Dane 
about eight cylinders missing. 

“You’re beautiful,” he lied. “‘He 
must be blind to leave you for that fire- 


was concerned, she was 


cracker, that piece of dynamite, that 
electric light bulb, that high tension 


w ire, that atomic bomb.” 

“You're really much better looking 
than he is, too,” the girl said dryly. “If 
you happen to like your kind of looks.” 

“But you don’t happen to.” 

“No.” 

“IT love you,” 
your name?” 

** Elaine,’ 
maid. 


said Dane. ‘“‘What’s 


‘Elaine, the lily 
Elaine, the wall- 


’ she said. 

Elaine, the lily. 
® 

flower. 

“That’s another thing,” Dane 
“Did you ever hear of a girl 
Haviland?” 

“Hav,” said Elaine. 
I’m havenot.” 


**Havenot,” 


said. 
called 


“She’s Hav, and 


said Dane, “what are 
ve hanging around for?’ 
**To be thrown to the lions. 


” 


““May I see you home? 

“Why not?” 

Nobody noticed when they left. and 
Dane was almost persuaded to go back. 
But he looked at Elaine and knew that 
he couldn’t. 
and two men couldn’t do that to a nice 


She was really a nice girl 


girl on the same night. 
At her apartment she suggested he 
come in for a nightcap. He grinned and 
said he was already wearing,a 10-gallon 
hat. She laughed politely. She fixed 
two drinks and set them on the coffee 
table, and then sat down on the sofa at 
one end, and Dane stretched out and 
put his head in her lap. 
Elaine,” 


“You're a nice girl, he said. 


“*No husband?” 

““No husband.” 

“No children? 

“No children.” 

“I bet you don’t even want to get 
married.” 

And with that Elaine burst into tears. 
Dane got up. 

“What did I do?’ 

“Of course 


he asked. 
I want to get married,” 
Elaine wailed. ‘What girl doesn’t?” 

“I'd make a terrible husband,” Dane 
said. ‘‘My father was an example.” 

“Maybe you’re not like your father,” 
Elaine said, 

Dane shook his head. “And I’d be a 
terrible father. I’m afraid of kids. They 
can be hurt and you don’t know.” 

“You know, when they’re yours and 
you love them.” 

“But when they’re not yours? 
asked. 

“Sometimes you love them more.” 

‘| don’t make enough to support a 
I’ve lost five years. She 


’ Dane 


wife and kid. 
wouldn’t have as much as she has now.” 
“She'd have you.” 
“She deserves more.” 
“You make me sick,’ 
Noble men make me sick. 


said Elaine. 
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“Well, where’s that poison?” Dar 
asked and picked up his hat. 

“Dane,” said Elaine without lookin; 
at him, “why marry her 
Dane? I might have a chance wit! 
Gordon, with her out of the way.” 

“Do you want him?” 

Vea 

“All right,” said Dane, 
out of the way.” 


, 
don’t you 


wae take he: 


her lunch time 


HE KNEW 


he was careful to stay away from the 


now, and 
lobby where he might run into her. 
But after work he had to come down, 
and when he got out of the elevator, sh« 
was there waiting, There was only one 
thing to do. 

“| want to apologize, Butch, for not 
taking you home last Saturday.” 

“You're a scream, 

“1 know it. 


I’ve decided marriage isn’t so 


Dane,” she said, 
This is going to be even 
funnier. 
bad.” 

“Who convinced you 

‘Elaine. 

He had an instinct to duck. That 
| instinct had been developed to a fine 
But she just looked at 
him. It was enough. 

**Good luck,” 

“T’ll need it.” 

“You mean she hasn't accepted you?” 

“Not yet.” 

“Well, let me give you a little advice 
while Treat her a little 
better than you've treated me, or you'll 
Don’t take 
her to dances and dump her on someone 


Don’t take 


and walk out on her.” 


>? 


| sense recently. 


she said 





there’s time. 
get thrown out on your ear. 
else’s hands to take home. 
her to partics 

“Didn’t you leave me the minute we 


? Didn’t you spend the 


entered the door 
rest of the evening on the balcony?” 
“Isn’t that what you brought me for? 
He ground his teeth. “*What kind of 
logic is that?” 
“IT don’t know anything about logic 
I'm not a lawyer. 
teeth. 


it’s annoying in bed.” 


And don’t grind your 
You'll wear them down. Besides 
“Did your husband grind his teeth? 
“My first husband?” 

“Were there any more? 
“No, but there will be.” 
Dane took a 


10. “If you’ve finished with the advice,” 


breath and counted to 


he said 

she said and we nt on. 
“You don’t even know if I got home 
Saturday night.” 


‘I’ve finished,” 


“When I left I saw that you were in 
good hands.” 

“So you snooped.” 

“Oh, lord! I brought you, didn’t 1?” 

“So you were interested, sort of,” 

He nodded. 

**A spectator,” she said. 
lator. The Great Dane.” 

“So, just to complete my obse rvations, 


“An experiment.” 
‘A manipu- 


did he pop the question last night?” 
“Don’t be vulgar.” 


“Excuse me. Did you receive a pro- 


posal of marriage?” 
She tossed her head. “For 


; : ss 
observations, no, I did not. 


your 


Something in the way she did it, made 
him think. ‘ 

“No.” She was busy with her gloves. 

“Him? Or you?” 

She had her compact out and was 
doing something to her face that re- 
attention. He didn’t 
remember ever seeing her do anything to 


“Not serious? 


quired close 


her face before. He waited. 


“Oh lor 


She snapped the case shut. 


heaven's sake, him. 
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She was fumbling in her bag now and 
automatically he offered her a cigarette. 
She took it. And then he remembered 
she didn’t smoke, 

**Didn’t he take you home?” 

She threw away the cigarette. “No,” 
she said through tight lips, “‘and a lot 
you care.” 

He whooped. 

She frowned. “You don’t have to be 
so noisy about it. He was worried about 
his precious Elaine and what she was 
thinking, so | told him to go look for 
her and find out.” 

“Is that what you said?” 

“Or words to that effect.” 

A small beginning of a smile touched 
her lips. 

“I’m afraid you'll lose out with 
Elaine.” she said. 

‘Too bad.”’ The words were so devoid 
of meaning that she looked at him 
quickly, 

“So you went home alone,” he said. 

“Practically.” 

“How do you mean practically?” 

“Your friend— the one that gave the 
party—-took me. He took another girl 
home too. He— he took me home first.” 

This time the smile broadened. 

He put his hand on her arm above the 
elbow and his fingers encircled it. She 
looked down at his hand and let out a 
kind of sigh. 

“Where are we going?” she asked. 

He propelled her through the busy 
revolving doors and into the sidewalk 
stream of traflic before he answered. 

“Haviland.” he said, “I think it’s 
high time that you took me home to 
meet that son of yours.” 

She almost stopped, but there was no 
stopping in that crowd. He held her up. 
Then she began to walk faster: 

“That’s our streetcar,”’ she cried, 
pointing. “‘Let’s hurry.” 

And together they ran for it. @ 


Don't Rush Me 


Continued from page 42 


said Paul. “I took that job in Montreal 
you wanted me to. It’s not my kind of 
a job at all, but I was going to keep on 
with it and try to make myself some- 
thing I could never be. Until yesterday. 
Until you took that ridiculous spill, and 
until I saw Stirling Blake lurking behind 
every corner... a 

Marjorie drew herself up, but Paul 
wouldn’t let her speak. ‘‘Maybe you 
don't know it yet, but you need me here. 
Whether you like it or not, I’m going to 
stav. And even if I’m not what you 
want, | think I’m what the children 
want. I feel they need me...” 

She just had to interrupt, flinging 
herself on himand digging her nose in 
his neck. “Of course, they need you. 
Dickie, a good influence. Robin, some- 
one in his own league. And Paul, 
please don’t think about Stirling ever 
again. Did you ever see a team of race 
horses pulling a real weight? Darling, 
I need you more than anyone!” 

Paul looked at her wonderingly. 

**And I don’t want you changed,” she 
cried. “‘Don’t you dare try it.” 

Really, darling?” he said. “Really?” 
lle bent his head and kissed her. 

Her head tipped onto his shoulder. 
She let her eyes travel happily to the 
tree with the morning light beginning to 
seep through it. Then she looked to- 
ward the fireplace. With most of his 
stocking still to be explored, Robin was 
embarking on his third lollipop. 
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| Say It With Kirby 


Continued from page 32 


love next time you see him,” he said. 

“Me?” The reporter shrugged his 
shoulders in surprise. “J don’t know 
him. None of us do. Never set eyes on 
him. In fact Montgomery told me to 
tell you to give Kirby bis love, as a smart 
fellow!” For a moment the two men 
looked at each other, uncertainly. 

Viviana sighed. “So much love,” she 
said sweetly, “and nowhere to send it 
to.” She yawned, tossed the other leg 
after the first one and snuggled down 
across her chair with her back against 
one arm and her legs over the other. “I 
wonder if Gaites and Sims have any 
love in their hearts tonight,” she said 
musingly, as the reporter began to walk 
to the door. He chuckled suddenly and 
turned toward her. 

“TI don’t know about their hearts,” he 
laughed, “but they’ve both got poison 
on their tongues! Sims called the paper 
to say that his family name was ruined 
forever. Gaites was bombarding the 
oflice when I left, in language so colorful 
and clear that if he has had his way, the 
Bugle will have gone out of business 
before I write this story. The crowd 
outside the office wasn’t helping matters, 
either. Kept shouting ‘Say it with 
Kirby’ at him each time he appeared.” 

Viviana MacNamara leaned forward 
in her chair and stared reflectively into 

“Kirby,” she said quietly, 
I think I’d like that man.” 


the fire. 


“ Kirby 


BUT KIRBY by this time was quite 
indifferent as to whether Mrs. Mac- 
Namara liked him or not. Back home 
in the city, the brown young man who 
had so recently caused such a commo- 
tion in Byngville, had put the car in the 
garage, turned off the engine, and was 
sitting in the driver’s seat, idly sorting 
out $450 into bills of various denomina- 
tions, 

“The people has spoke, Kirby,” he 
said. ‘“You’re ‘Kirby the Mayor- 
Maker’ now!” 

Kirby made no reply. Kirby was a 
recording and public address system 
installed in the car. Kirby had done his 
talking the day before. Kirby was his 
best friend and servant, and could be 
counted on to say the right thing when 
required and then shut up. In recogni- 
tion of this fact the brown young man 
had printed Kirby’s name on the out- 
side of the car: “Kirby, the perfect 
spokesman! Say it with Kirby.” When 
people called him “Mr. Kirby” he 
would smile and leave the error uncor- 
rected, or sometimes he would say, 
deprecatingly: “Thank you, thank you 
indeed. My name is Smith, but I’m sure 
Kirby won’t mind.” 

The town of Byngville, as Smith (and 
Kirby) had approached it along the 
highway only three days before, seemed 
exactly like all other small southern 
Ontario towns, but Smith had not 





driven two blocks before he becam: 
aware that an election was in progress. 
At the corner of Main and John Streets. 
he drove under a huge red and whit: 
streamer strung across from the second 
floor windows on either side and bearin; 
the words: “*MacNamara—a fearless 
man of the people.” At Maple Street, a 
blue and white streamer advised: “ Vot¢ 
Matthew Gaites for a strong Byngville.” 
And just a block later, a red, white and 
blue streamer declared: “‘ Andrew Sims 
and a better Byngville.” By the time h« 
reached the centre of town he had 
observed the faces of the three candi- 
dates challenging the citizens of Byng- 
ville from placards on nearly every post, 
pole or shop window on the street. 
Indeed some of the storekeepers were so 
civic-minded or so impartial that their 
windows carried placards for all three 
candidates placed with such scrupulous 
attention to claims for equal prominence 
that the mere merchandise in the win- 
dow had to retire to the background, 
Each candidate had a committee 
room on Main Street; outside of each 
committee room groups of citizens were 
being harangued by breathless orators. 
Small parades overhead signs 
invited all citizens of Byngville to mass 
meetings in the high school auditorium 


with 


or the lodge hall. 

While absorbing all this information, 
Smith unintentionally almost 
out the other side of Byngville before he 


drov e 


recollected that he meant to stay the 
night there, and the Iroquois Hotel 
was a block north of Main Street at the 
corner of Oak. 

The clerk at the Iroquois was pale 
and blond with pimples. He performed 
his tasks with the utmost seriousness 
and replied to all questions with un- 
varying solemnity. 

“Yes, indeed, sir, we are undergoing 
an election for mayor of this town.” 

“Seems to be a lot of excitement.” 

“Yes, indeed, sir, there’s a lot of 
excitement, but you see it’s quite a 
novelty, an election in Byngville. We 
aren’t accustomed to holding elections 
very often.” 

“Oh, how come?” 

“Once a man is elected here, he 
usually stays elected. Indeed he does, 
sir. Acclamations, you see. We've had 
the same council and school board for 
eight years, and four years before that 
we had only one change, because 
Councillor Blackstone, he—he—he 
died.” The clerk shook his head at such 
erratic behavior on the part of the late 
Councillor Blackstone. 

“And as good as any other, our 
council,” he continued, regaining his 
composure. “I have no doubt of that. 
In fact, it seems a shame, indeed it does, 
that there: has to be this contest over 
who's to be mayor.” 

“What happened to the last mayor?” 

“Oh, Mayor Patterson?” The clerk’s 
face assumed a_ doleful expression. 
““Mayor Patterson—he ran away, sir!” 

“What!” 
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“Yes, he did. Been mayor for 12 
years, and two days before nomination 
—imagine—he ran away. Went out 
west. Wrote a letter to the Bugle saying 
that 12 years as mayor of this—this—I 
will not repeat what he said, sir—this 
town was more than the human spirit 
could endure. Funny thing... I’ve 
been behind this desk for 12 years too.” 

“Thinking of running away?” 

“Certainly not, sir!” 

“Was he married?” 

“No, sir. His secretary went with 
him, though, so they say.” The clerk 
sighed, and shook his head slowly. 

“Young and pretty, I suppose.” 

“We—ell, not exactly. Indeed no. 
She’s sixty-nine. Just his age.” 

Smith paused and gazed out the front 
window at the potted fern on the 
veranda, as he tried to envisage the 
private life of ex-mayor Patterson. 

“Who’s going to be the new mayor, 
in your opinion?” he asked. 

“Well, Mr. Smith, you see Sims comes 
of good old Byngville stock, of course. 
Lived up there on the hill for four gener- 
ations. He’d keep up a high tone at the 
town hall. But of course Gaites has 
been member of the legislature and had 
lots of experience, and all that. Then 
MacNamara, he’s new to politics, but a 
very good lawyer. Perhaps you read of 
the Greene-Maxwell case in the papers?” 

“No,” said Smith, picking up his 
suitcase. “And I presume, therefore, 
you will mark your ballot for all three 
with beautiful impartiality on election 
day.” He turned toward the stairs. 

“Oh no, I don’t intend to vote, Mr. 
Smith,” the clerk replied earnestly. “‘I 
know I should feel so terribly respon- 
sible having to face the defeated men 
across this desk after I had voted 
against them.” 

Smith opened his mouth to speak, 
gulped, and followed a very small bell- 
boy upstairs to his room. 


THE ELECTION was three days away,, 


but as Smith wandered about town that 
evening he wondered how much faster 
the pace of enthusiasm could go. Gaites 
and MacNamara had brass bands head- 
ing up parades to their respective mass 
meetings. Sims’ meeting was the follow- 
ing night but his supporters were doing 
their best to attract voters away from 
the opposition and into the block where 
his headquarters was situated. Smith 
joined the Gaites parade and went to the 
high school. ° 

There were 17 flags in the auditorium, 
and the meeting began with the na- 
tional anthem sung very loud, and three 
verses long, by 11 citizens of varying 
sizes, shapes and sexes, standing at 
rigid attention on the platform. 

The chairman told the audience how 
intelligent, honest, good, wise and won- 
derful they were, and how fortunate in 
having Mr. Gaites for their next mayor. 
He then introduced a tall thin man, a 
small fat woman and four other speak- 
ers, who in high, low or medium tones 
said exactly the same things, till the 
candidate finally arose and informed the 
audience in a booming voice that they 
were the best people in the world, and 
how fortunate he was to be their candi- 
date. He also enlarged on the utter 
unsuitability of his opponents—a high- 
hat, and a greenhorn—and the disgrace- 
ful record of his predecessor in office. 

By this time Smith had slipped out 
and made his way to MacNamara’s 

# Continued on page 59 
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le Ciro} am ati eels 
Overture to Loveliness...a 
haunting light fragrance 
of dew-kissed lilacs, 
ina medley of 


White Lilac products. 
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Now this delightful scent 
is obtainable in 


@ PERFUME 

® TOILET SOAP 

bad TQILET WATER. . . . $2.50 
® DUSTING POWDER . $2.00 
® TALCUM POWDER. . $1.00 
® EAU DE COLOGNE . $1.50 


Also 
COMBINATION GIFT SETS 
$3.75 to $6.50 


€opr. Dorothy Gray (Canada) lid 


AMERICAN DESIGN OF BEAUTY . roronro «. NEWYORK + LONDON 
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FOR Eley ont GG ON YOUR 


Tuere are so many ways which a gift subscription to Chatelaine 
helps you play Santa .. . not only on Christmas Day, but the whole year 
through . . that it becomes the perfect gift for everybody on your gift list. 


Chatelaine is a practical gift — will help your friends over many a 
rough spot with its timely tips and articles on every phase of home manage- 
ment. 


Chatelaine is a pleasurable gift — will keep your friends amused and 
entertained with its month-by-month selection of stories and articles by 
genuinely accomplished authors. 


And above all, Chatelaine is a usable gift! — a gift that will be referred 
to more often through the coming year and will give more enjoyment than 
any other gift you could choose. 


Use the handy Christmas Gift form opposite to make up your gift list 
now! And don’t forget to order a handsome gift of Chatelaine for yourself! 


THIS IS YOUR LAST CHANCE TO ORDER CHATELAINE GIFTS 


Order your Chatelaine gifts now — pay later 


Besides helping you avoid the necessity of being bumped and shuffled around in Christmas 
shopping throngs (you order your Chatelaine gifts at home—in the quiet of your own living 
room) Chatelaine helps you better budget your Christmas shopping money. You may, if 
you wish, order your Chatelaine gifts now and reserve the right to pay for them until 
after Jan. Ist, 1948. We'll be glad to fill your Christmas gift orders as they are received 
and wait until January, 1948, to bill you for payment. It’s another Chatelaine service! 
But you must order now—Chatelaine’s special gift offer expires Dec. 20, 1947, postmark. 


COMBINATION OFFER — EXPIRES DECEMBER 20, 1947 


If you order three or more gifts of Chatelaine, you may also order gift subscriptions of 
Canada’s other most popular magazines at these special Christmas gift rates: 


MACLEAN’S 
MAYFAIR ... 
Canadian HOMES & GARDENS 


All prices valid only in Canada until midnight, Dec. 20, 1947 


BEAUTIFUL GIFT CARD — FREE! 


Commissioned by Chatelaine to design a merry gift card to announce 
your gift to your friends, Canadian artist Nancy Caudle responded 
with a tinsel-bright greeting card in four brilliant colors that is the 
embodiment of all the merriment and gaiety traditional of the festive 
season. At no extra charge to yourself, this card, signed as you wish, 
will be sent to your friends, on your behalf, to tell them of the arrival 
of your Chatelaine gift. Or, if you prefer, we will send you the cards 
to address and mail personally. 


LIST 


AINE 


3 GIFTS for only $39 


OFFER EXPIRES DEC. 20, 1947, POSTMARK 


CHATELAINE ¢ 481 University Avenve ¢ Toronto 2 ¢ Canada, 


Pieose send the following Gift subscriptions to Chatelaine 
(— Please send Gift Cards, on my behalf, signed os indicated 
() Send Gift Cords to me for addressing and mailing. 


(please print) 
address 


city 


Gift Cord to be signed 


(please print) 
address 


city 


Gift Cord to be signed 


é 


(please print) 
oddress 


city 


Gift Card to be signed 


s 


“* Renewal 
(pleose print) 

oddress 

city 


Gift Card to be signed 


New 
; Renewal 
(please print) 
address 


city 


Gift Card to be signed 


New 

+s Renewal 
(please print) 
address 

city 


Gift Cord to be signed 


}1 enclose $ Please bili me ofter Jon. 1, 1948 
My name 
Address 


City ; . Province 


Signature 


ENTER MY OWN () NEW RENEWAL SUBSCRIPTION. 
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For dinner at the club or 
entertaining at home, white 
jersey, tissue-fine, simply 
cut. Sequins highlight hip 
and shoulders. By Yvel. 


Far right: Lawrence Sper- 
ber’s portrait frock of 16th 
Century inspiration, It's of 
heavy satin in a brown that 
has rich plum undertones. 


{ wo , a 
Special Occasion 
by Evelyn Kelly, Fashion Editor 


I'S HEADING your way! What is? Why, that 
special occasion . « + the best party of the year 
with all the trimmings of holiday fun-—-holly and 
mistletoe and candles and music. 

And you haven't a thing to wear. Naturally! No 
woman ever has, when a special occasion approaches 
Only this season the condition is aggravated by the fact 
that styles did an upheaval early-on and the other fact 
that up till this point you’ve managed to keep an alool 
distance from all the goings-on. Lady, the great decisior 
now is near--and you won’t mind it at all! Because fo 
the mood you're in, lor the festive urge to dress up anc 
join the crowd, the new evening clothes are entirely 
syvmpatica, y ou may be stubborn about hemlines for the 
street, you may reluse to lace in your waistline , you may 
laugh heartily at the very idea of adding curves, but 
don’t, we beg you, carry your war against fashion into 
your night-life. You'll only be cheating yourself of a very 
spec ial experience {or that special occasion, 

Like taffeta? You can have it, crisp, rustling, fold 
on fold. Or can you glimpse yourself in rich heavy satin, 


? 


molded here, draped there? In colors that glow and sing 


And in styles nostalgic of picture-book romance, to mak« 
you feel every inch a Woman, and a Beautiful Womar 
at that! Of such elements is this new fashion made; they 


represent the bright escape from the workaday world of 
home and business. 


So you begin your quest. Your very special-occasion 
frock. Trying on first one, then another, you'll rely on 
some very practical angles tucked away in your mind. 


How often will you be wearing this little glamour 


number? Once, twice during the winter months 


“4 1 
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perhaps just for New Year's Eve, again 
later on at the annual golf club dance? 
Naturally the fewer the occasions you 
plan on wearing it, the more arresting 
(Remember Cin- 
wine-toned 


can be. 
Heady 
décolleté, a little daring 


your choice 
derella !) velvets, 
volumin- 


stark 


ous-skirted pastel moirés 


white satins whose tones are in 
Edwardian-era browns and greens and 
golds—some one of these new adven- 


tures in color will lift you right up into 
the gayest mood. 

If classic simplicity is your happiest 
keynote, black 
sophisticated background for your tricks 
with hair-do’s and make-up, 


is perhaps the most 
and un- 
usual accessory touches. 


Picture in black — a 
dinner dress with tier- 
ed skirt falling in a 
slight train. A slash- 
ed neckline relieves 
the frock from sever- 
ity. By Frenchshire. 





Suave, sophisticated, this 
black crepe is draped in the 
swathed hip, hobble style. A 
neckline mosaic of silver and 
gold is a dramatic touch, 
By Lawrence Sperber, 








FROM THE 


five styles shown here are 


season’s collections the 
* typical of what 
has been designed specifically for just 
about every occasion in this country’s 
night life. All of 


Canadians who make it 


them are done by 


their business 


to know what you'll need, and where 


you'll be wearing your very best dress. 


If you veer from the trend of 


necklines down to bere, there’s dramatic 


frock like the 


jersey see 


away 
individuality in a long- 


sleeved white preceding 


page). Right for the 
affair, perfect for the smart little dinner- 


most formal 


at-home It’s a style which shows 
off the 
tay 


party. 
tall willow to wonderful advan- 
because of the side-swept pleats, 
encrusting ol 


the accent of a heavy 


St quins 


























It’s the season of superlatives . . . whether you're 


thinking about fun or fashions. Frocks like these, 


Canadian created, are blends of glamour and good 


taste for holiday gaiety . . . dancing out the old 


year... and looking right at night all through 


the winter months. 


sipintiagmeniagniiiiniatiinnetcnieacijinseiiciglaminesalait tities ici iia 


If you like the grand manner, the 
answer may be something like the heavy 
brown satin-—its décolletage draped in 
harmony with the sweep of skirt into 
graceful back bustle folds. Deft han- 
dling of rich fabric and the absence of 
trimming place a classic frock like this 
in the timeless category. Here you see 
it on a tall gal . . . but it has a trick: 
the drape at right side can be released, 
falling into a simple skirt fold more 
flattering to a shorter figure. 

The black crepe (upper left) is des- 
tined for any dress-up kind of an affair; 
a dinner dress you’d wear with con- 
fidence because of its cosmopolitan air. 
Swathed hip drapery tapers into a 
narrow (but slashed!) hobble, in a 
silhouette superb for a well-proportioned 
figure tall or short. (But strictly for good 
hips.) Exquisite beading, gold and 
silver, at the round neckline takes care of 
the accessorizing of the frock. 


YOUR ALL-BLACK preference is ex- 
emplified in the second black crepe, one 
of those deceptively simple numbers 
that look well on any average figure, 
tall or short, and do an amazing 





slimming, heightening job because of 
that tiered skirt. In this sort of dress 
the five-foot-six-and-over appears even 
taller, and the five-foot-five-and-under 
will seem to gain inches. The dress 
is completely unadorned . . . making 
it easy for the tall wearer to diminish her 
height, if she wishes, with jewelled belt, 
flowers that trail toward the hemline, 
or the like. A petite person will leave 
the skirt as is, build herself higher with 
jewelry at the throat, flowers in her 
hair. 

If you would succumb to a design like 
full-skirted white crepe, be 100% critical 
lirst-off. Have you the necessary so- 
nice contours for such a figure - defining 
bodice? It’s done entirely of gold 
sequins and trim, front and back. It’s 
as honest as a corset. And very very 
formal, of course. 

But many of these new ideas which 
may dismay us at first study are worth 
searching out, trying, comparing. To 
venture something once in a while is 
worth a lot in clothes enjoyment. It 
contributes some of the specialness to 
the occasion. And all ages can appre- 


ciate it. Whether you’re doing yourself | 


proud for a first date 
with someone new 
who’s been narrowing 
in your horizons lately 

. or whether it’s 
your ritualistic annual 


who never wants to go 
anywhere but home— 
doesn’t have a bearing. 
Either of these step- 
ping-outs is sufficient 
reason for one decent 
investment in dress-up 
gear. And if the party’s 
going to be of your 
own planning, at home, 
a new frock, becoming 
to you and your private 
background, can add 
to the whole festive 
feeling. 

You’re bound to put 
extra fun into any 


dress for it. 


For the most gala, 
most formal event 
of the year, a very 
full-skirted frock 
of heavy white 
crepe (by Bruck’s). 
Its bodice, entirely 
covered with gold 
sequins and trim is 
a shining coat of 
mail. By Brodkin. 
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NNIT WEAR 


Ve 


of shape. For dependable quality in knitwear, 


be sure to say: “CoRTICELLI”. 


THERE’S PLENTY of action and good hard wear 
in garments knit by CorTICcELLI, for 
they’re made of lively, fine quality Botany yarns. Frequent 


tubbing will not dim their bright colours or put them out 


az 
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ERE’S A bit of everything for a new, very important 
,eTSON. I wered tanneiette, tine Datiste, lirm satin 
ybon, a touch of hand embroidery ~—put them together 


h easily followed patterns, and baby’s wardrobe ts an 


uncomplicated atiair, 


Winter babies want things they can live inday or night, like 
No. 1950, a set of three. For slec ping outside , the little 
i | 

wrapper is warm and cosy under a bunny bag. And a littl 
ribbonbound sacque ts so nice to slip over a nightie for that 


, 
before-bedtime interval at the end of the day. Completing 


5 


the set, the little yoked frock is on simple lines for easy sewing. 


For the slightly older age group, No. 4704, a set of four, 


ives baby a complete outtit: dainty dress vith high round 4 
neckline, puffed sleeves; a little coat yoked front and back, a 

collar scalloped to match the bonnet’s brim; a good-litting Be 
little slip, and tiny bootees, ribbon-laced 5 


Complete coverage ts ensured in a hooded blanket, No. 1804. 


It has casing at the neck to avoid chaling, and the hood’s 





drawstrings to control fullness. Shown here 





n plain wool, allover hand-embroidered, 





Baby will love these two stuffed tovs: a rabbit with long 
ears, extra fat legs and arms (No. 2239) and a mild-face 
: : : , 
amb with sturdy legs, big cars, No. 2249. Sinpticag 


For patter! descr ptions and details for ord ring see page 69. 




















GOLD STRIPE 


TRADE MARK REGISTERED 


BEAUTIFUL STOCKINGS 


GOTHAM GOLD STRIPE 
adjustables* 


THE LONG STOCKING THAT FITS EVERY LEG 


Tall, medium or small, Adjustables fit 
you perfectly! All sheer nylon, 30 denier, 
adjustable top. Buy these stockings at 


your favorite store. Made in Canada. 


GOTHAM HOSIERY COMPANY 
OF CANADA, LIMITED. 
SALES OFFICE 
DOMINION SQUARE BUILDING 
MONTREAL, CANADA 


"Reg. Canada Pat. Nos. 329262, 329469 





Say It With Kirby 


Continued from page 53 


meeting. Surrounded by 11 flags and 
14 citizens, that candidate was telling 
his audience in ringing tones how in 
voting for him they would be voting for 
themselves and the real spirit of 
democracy—not for the wornout politi- 
cal chore-horse named Gaites, nor for 
the bank-book on the hill named Sims. 

At four o’clock in the morning Smith 
got his bright idea. “‘Oh no!’ he told 
himself, “it won’t work,” and turned 
over to go to sleep. “It’s too cockeyed. 
Something’s sure to go wrong,” he 
mumbled to his pillow. Half an hour 
later, however, he was sitting at the desk 
in his hotel room, drawing up a plan. 
Then he went back to bed. 

At nine o’clock the brown young man 
ate a quick breakfast. Then he betook 
himself straight to Gaites’ committee 
room. He asked questions and looked at 
literature. Then he visited Sims’ head- 
quarters and finally MacNamara’s. In 
the afternoon he sat down in his room 
and went to work. At six o’clock he was 
ringing the doorbell at the ancestral 
mansion of Andrew Sims. 

Sims left home an hour later, pleased 
and excited. This time he really had the 
jump on his opponents. When he 
arrived at his committee room he told 
Jones, his manager, in confidence, of new 
plans for the following morning, gave 
him an ad to be run in the Byngville 
Bugle, and went out to head up his 
street parade. He rather enjoyed riding 
on a decorated truck. It made him feel 
so democratic. 

The meeting was a great success. The 
audience applauded loud and often, and 
if it was largely made up of the same 
people who had applauded Gaites and 
MacNamara the previous night, Smith 
was not there to tell him. 

At nine o'clock next morning, Sims, 
Jones and a host of friends stood at the 
door of their committee room with 
smiles on their faces and great confi- 
dence in their hearts. Slowly down the 
street came a car with Smith at the 
wheel, and on its sides in large letters: 
‘Kirby the perfect spokesman! Say it 
with Kirby.” From a loudspeaker at 
the top of the car came a voice telling 
everyone within earshot why they 
should vote for Sims. With growing 
satisfaction Sims listened. Again he 
was amazed that the young man should 
have so exactly interpreted his view- 
point: 

“It is Mr. Sims’ sincere conviction 
that there should be no party politics in 
Byngville municipal elections. Mr. 
Sims is a conservative in the true sense: he 
wants to conserve all that is good in 
Byngville traditions, all that is fine in 
our town life. Mr. Sims is a liberal in 
the broadest sense: he welcomes all 
points of view, and believes that we 
should steer our course down the middle 
of the road, taking the best from both 
sides; Mr. Sims is a progressive and a 
radical in the only valuable sense: he 
believes that the world is moving ahead 
fast around us. We must keep up with 
progress; we must be ready to wipe out 
injustice; we must win the peace . . .” 

For three hours, true to his bargain, 
Smith drove about Byngville. There 
was no doubt in his mind when he had 
finished that no one in Byngville could 
have missed hearing at least part of the 
message. Kirby was not a quiet speaker! 





PARIS-BORN COLOR 


It’s the exciting new lip-leek . . . clear, bright and lustrous... 


in smooth, smooth ‘Sub-Deb’ Lipstick. ‘Vibrant’ is 






one of eleven flattering Coty lipstick 
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shades. And, to keep yeu picture-perfect, 
it is color-matched in ‘Air-Spun’ Face Powder 


and ‘Sub-Tint’ Cream-Powder Base. $1.25. 


'"SUB-DFB ‘LIPSTICK 





and for gentlemen! 
— choose Perrin Gloves 


It wasabout three o’clock in the after- 
noon, when Sims walked into Byngville 
by the East Road. He had gone home 
to lunch and then decided to take 
a roundabout walk back. The meeting 
of the previous night and the broadcast 
through the whole town that morning, 
gave him a comfortable feeling of 
impending success. Along Oak Street 
and down John he ambled, appraising 
the election posters as he went and 
smiling at the thought of what his 
aristocratic grandfather would have said 
at the display of a Sims face all over the 
public thoroughfare. 

At Main Street a crowd had collected 
and as Sims approached he heard a 
booming voice filling the air. What? 
Surely not! Yes, there was the car. He 
could see “Kirby” in large letters across 
its rear. Well, well. Smith must be over- 
zealous. He had only contracted for a 
broadcast in the morning. Suddenly the 
little man stood transfixed with horror. 
From the loudspeaker on the truck 
came the name of Matthew Gaites, and 
there on the curb with arms folded and a 
smile on his big face stood the same 
Matthew Gaites. 

“It is Mr. Gaites’ sincere conviction 
that there should be no party politics 
in Byngville municipal elections. Mr. 
Gaites is a conservative in the true sense: 
he wants to conserve all . . .” 

“Oh no!” screamed Andrew Sims. 
“Oh no!” Beside himself with fury he 
tore through the crowd and up to 
Matthew Gaites. 

“That’s my speech!” he cried. 

“Your speech?” retorted Gaites. 
“Listen to it, you little squirt!” 

Sims was listening. The intelligent 
view of the man who put service ahead 
of politics. Utterly unlike the upstart 
boorishness of Matthew Gaites. He 
trembled with fury. 

“Those are my views, mine, Andrew 
Sims! They were broadcast all over 
Byngville on that truck this morning as 
my policy!” His voice rose to a screech. 
A small crowd began to collect, as the 
broadcasting truck moved slowly away 
down the street. “What do you mean, 
vou have no politics! I suppose you were 
elected to the legislature as an independ- 
ent angel of service, without benefit of 
campaign funds from anyone! And I 
suppose you pretend that your whole 
outfit in this election is not drawn 
straight from your party lists. Oh no!” 

Matthew Gaites glowered down at 
the frantic Sims. “That from a Sims!” 
he roared. “You talking about being 
independent when every darn Sims for 
50 years worked for the same gang. 
Campaign funds! And how would your 
party get on in this town without your 
Sims money? Hey!’ Gaites suddenly 
stared at Sims. “Did you say that car 
worked for you this morning?” 

“Certainly it did. ~All over every 
street in Byngville!’”’ screamed Sims. 
“That’s my speech. I paid for it. That’s 
my policy. Why that speech is no more 
like you than—than—than I am!” 

Matthew Gaites stood stunned, re- 
membering with sudden and awful 
clarity the events of the previous 
evening. Smith reading such a good 
speech ... just his type .. . fine stuff 
. . » have a drink on it. Read it again 
. . « have another drink. Put it in the 
Bugleasanad. . . have another drink. 
Smith said his election was a cinch .. . 
have a nice long drink. At least Gaites 
had had a drink. He could not remem- 
ber very clearly about Smith’s drinks. 


Then in the middle of the morning 
Maria made him get up to talk :o 
Robinson, his manager. Robinson saiJ 
something about Sims having an out 
named Kirby on the streets. Told 
Robinson not tg worry. We've got one 
named Smith, for this afternoon; we’'|! 
have the last word. Then he told 
Robinson to come and get the ad and 
rush it to the Bugle before the noon 
deadline... 


AS SOON as the results of the election 
were known, the friendly citizens of 
Byngville began showering their new 
mayor with congratulations. By tele- 
phone, telegraph, and in person, the 
deluge had begun to flow long before 
Mr. and Mrs. MacNamara had finished 
breakfast the following morning. Mrs. 
MacNamara remained at the table, 
even after five visitors had claimed her 
husband’s delighted attention. 

“T have decided to take my new 
position as First Lady very calmly,” she 
had replied to her husband’s expostula- 
tions. “I intend to finish my usual four 
cups of coffee, and also complete my 
usual survey of the real news in the 
morning paper,” she added, turning 
over a page. “However, run along and 
play, my pet. Give me a light befote 
you go.” The mayor struck a match 
with such vigor that it went out. 

“IT wish you would try to realize that 
in our new position . . .”” he began. 

“Here comes another hanger-on,” 
interrupted his wife. “Looks like Ben 
Grayson through the window. He's 
about to say you’re wonderful in expec- 
tation of a paving contract.” 

MacNamara, however, was really too 
happy to mind. He had never enjoyed 
himself so much in his life. To receive 
hours of commendation and feel that it 
was all deserved, was the most beautiful 
experience in the world, Past his mind’s 
eye ran pictures of Churchill, Stalin, 
Roosevelt, bowing and smiling to 
admiring throngs. This morning’s 
visitors became to him symbols of 
greater and greater crowds in higher and 
higher triumphs to come: ‘“‘Mac- 
Namara called Canada’s greatest leader 
... greets little children”; “MacNamara 
is United Nations’ greatest orator”; and 
in the Bugle itself: “Byngville’s hero- 
statesman returns to greet old friends.” 

By 11 o’clock Mrs. MacNamara an- 
nounced that she was drunk with words 
and was about to be sick. 

“All right, Viviana, be sick!” replied 
the mayor. 

“I might bring up the wrong ones,” 
she observed. 

“Wrong what, for heaven’s sake?” 

“Words. Think what a sensation it 
would make!” She smiled up at him 
very innocent and sweet, and without a 
thought he snapped back at her: 

“T’ll bet Mrs. Roosevelt never acted 
that way!” 

Mrs. MacNamara’s jaw dropped 
open. She looked at him and shook her 
head. “Oh Joseph, oh Joseph,” she 
said sadly. But the great man had 
already rejoined his friends clustered in 
the bay window. 

“Thank you so much, Mrs. White. 
Thank you so much. I shall do my best 
in the interests of us all. After all it’s 
our town, isn’t it? It’s what we make it 
... Yes, it should be a little bit of 
heaven, Mrs. Brown, and if we all work 
together, it will be... Yes indeed, 
truth will out, won’t it? That’s an old 
saying but a good one, isn’t it, Mr. 
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MAPLE LEAF /évccesmee7” 


Ham 

smoke 
the ham with the full, unforgettable flavour. Be sure to look 

for the name““TenverswereT”’ whenever you want ham atitsbest! 


HOLIDAY DOINGS: 


tendersweet cured—smoked in fragrant hardwood 
tender, delicious—that’s Maple Leaf ““TrennerswerT”’ 


When your “TENDERSWEET” Ham is cooked and the skin removed, 


do this to make it festive! 
glaze. 


d Score, then apply Corn Syrup for a 
Bake 15 minutes in a hot oven (450°-475°F). 


Now, the 


garnish: fashion holly leaves from thin cucumber or green pepper 
rind; the holly berries can be either maraschino cherries or cooked 
cranberries. And for a finishing touch, use 
red birthday-cake candles which you 
light just as the guests are seated! 


YOUR LETTER MAY 
WIN $100.00 


+ Write and tell me how you 
““fix’’ Maple Leaf ‘“‘TENDERSWEET”’ Ham. Best 
recipe or idea wins $100.00 monthly prize and 
everyone who writes gets a voucher good for a 
1-lb. carton of Maple Leaf Lard. 

Be sure to read my column in this magazine for 
full details before writing: 


CANADA ; 


YOUR 
“GOOD-THINGS-TO-EAT” 
REPORTER 


PACKERS 


Take your choice from TWO kinds of 
Maple Leaf “TENDERSWEET” Hams : 
1. In the Yellow and Blue 


wrapper is ““TENDERSWEET’”’ 
partiy-cooked Ham, 


2. In the Yellow and RED 
wrapper is ‘“TENDERSWEET” 
cooked, ready-to-eat Ham. 
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Green? Got caught in their own trap, 
didn’t they? But you know, of course, I 
have no enmity against my former 
opponents whatsoever, absolutely 
none—” here the mayor achieved an 
almost saintly aspect—‘‘but | must say 
honestly that I think perhaps it was a 
good thing it happened that way. I 
think—I hope—that this will be a 
lesson to all of us. It will raise the tone 
of our public life in the future, don’t you 
think so, Mr. Black? Perhaps our 
candidates will search in their hearts 
more deeply so that truth and honesty 
will rule our public life as indeed they 
should ... Thank you, Jim, that’s 
good of you. I'll remember what you 
say.” 

“Shall I set that to music?” asked 
Mrs. MacNamara passing by, but the 
mayor did not answer. 

“Where’s that fellow, Kirby, Joe?” 
Councillor Boswell called across the 
room to the happy mayor. “ ‘The 
perfect spokesman! Say it with Kirby.’ 
Ought to be here to celebrate. Ought to 
be a friend of yours for life, Joe!” 

MacNamara joined in the general 
laughter. 

“Don’t know where he is, Bos,” he 
declared. “Gather he got out of town to 
avoid the wrath of the Gaites-Sims axis 
Wednesday afternoon.” Shouts of 
merriment greeted the mayor’s words. 

By the end of the day, what with 
much liquid congratulations, and repeti- 
tion of the same question, he had given 
Kirby a life history, an important 
assignment in New York, and the title 
role in a new song proclaimed loudly 
from the MacNamara living room to 
the tune of “Annie doesn’t live here any 
more.” 


“ Kirby doesn’t work bere any more, 
We know who it was be did it 
for—” 


but the rest of the words varied with 
each repetition. Mrs. MacNamara had 
long since retired to her room with a 
copy of “The Decline and Fall of the 
Roman Empire.” 


IT WAS a week after election day, and 
Mrs. MacNamara was going over her 
husband’s accounts as had been her 
custom since the end of the first week in 
their married life. “Somebody in the 
MacNamara family has to have some 
sense,” she was wont to reply sweetly, 
to her husband’s oft-repeated protests. 

On this occasion the mayor was indi- 
cating even more than usual annoyance 
by staring stormily out of the window 
at a blank wall. 

“Elections certainly cost a lot of 
money,” observed his spouse as she 
sorted bills and jotted down figures. “I 
trust the good people of Byngville 
appreciate your sterling worth.” 

MacNamara did not answer. 

“Hm-m, rent for campaign head- 
quarters, printing, advertising, wages, 
banners . . . Say, what’s this item for 
$150? I didn’t know you ran any ads 
that cost that much.” 

“Oh, nothing much, just a newspaper 
spread. Never did appear, as a matter 
of fact.” 

“Then we'll get our money back.” 

“Oh no, that’s all right,” said 


MacNamara 
around, 
feeling.” 

“Nonsense, it’s just good busi:: ss. 
What paper did you pay it to? It just 
says ‘$150’ here on the stub.” 

“For goodness sake, Viviana! \\ hy 
must you always be so inquisitive? [t 
doesn’t matter, I say!” The mayor 
looked at his wrist watch and bega: to 
walk to the door of the living room in 
the manner of one who has suddenly 
remembered important business ciit- 
side. 

“Wait a minute, my sweet,” cooed 
Mrs. MacNamara. “Who—got—that 
—money?” 

MacNamara stopped at the door, his 
face quite pink. “In elections, my dear 
wife,” he began in as lofty a tone of 
voice as he could summon, “there are 
some things that sometimes come up. 
And when they do, it’s that way, and 
that’s how it often is, in elections.” 

Mrs. MacNamara laid down her pen 
and raised an eyebrow. 

“Say that again,” she said. 

The mayor blushed deep red, opened 
his mouth, but said nothing. After a 
moment he turned and spoke with 
deliberate casualness. 

“As a matter of fact, it was a man 
named Smith. Now let's drop the whole 
silly business.” 

Mrs. MacNamara picked up her pen 
again, and returned to her papers. 

“Smith? Don’t know any. Hope the 
cancelled cheque confirms it.” A minute 
later she looked up sharply. 

“Smith? Wait a minute. Not Smith, 
alias Kirby, by any chance?” Mac- 
Namara did not answer. His wife got up 
from her chair, a startled look on her 
face. “Wasn’t $150 the amount Sims 
and Gaites were supposed to have paid 
for their wonderful duplicate broad- 
casts?” : 

The mayor looked very like a small 
boy trying to think up an explanation 
for a shattered window pane. Mrs. 
MacNamara dropped into her chair 
again. For a moment she just sat and 
looked at him. 

“Oh Joseph, no! No! Don’t tell me 
you bought the speech too? Do you 
mean Smith had a recording of the same 
speech in your name all ready to run 
that day too? . . . And all the things 
you said about the others being shown 
up in their true light! Oh Joseph!” 

The First Lady of Byngville dropped 
her head into her hands and rocked with 
laughter. 

“And what happened to your Bugle 
ad? Why weren't there three?” 

The mayor’s voice became very 
small. “My ad got in too late. | was in 
Etonville that morning on the Blane 
case.” He stood very still and red by 
the door. 

Viviana MacNamara laughed. First 
she looked at her discomfited husband 
and chuckled a bit, with her head on one 
side. Then she put her head on the 
other side and chuckled again. Then 
she laughed aloud. Finally she laid 
her head on her arms and laughed till 
her shoulders shook and the tears came 
to her eyes. 

“Oh Joseph! Oh Joseph! Oh Joseph!” 
she cried. “‘Oh fearless man of the 


people!” # 
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“No use causing any jad 
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Now your gift of a Kodak camera will capture 





With Kodacolor Film and blue 
flash lamps, it’s easy to get— 


even with a Brownie. 


All of the cameras shown here take both black-and-white 
and full-color pictures...day or night 





Brownie Cameras, $3.40 to $10.25 


Illustrated: Brownie Reflex, $10.25. 
Flasholder extra. 


A Brownie is always a buy. For a child or 
beginner. For anybody who wants to get good 
snapshots the easiest way. The Brownie Reflex 
gets them day or night... and, with Koda- 
color Film, in full color. 


Kodak Miniature Cameras, $65 to $98 
Kodak Flash Bantam f/4.5, $65 Kodak 35 f/4.5, $65 
Illustrated: Kodak 35 f/3.5, with range finder, $98. 


Flasholder extra. 


For your “Miniature” fan who wants crisp negatives for 
enlargements, and, with Kodachrome Film, slides in full 


color for projection or full-color prints. 


Kodak Reflex Camera, $170 


Price includes Field Case . . . Flasholder 
extra. For the reflex-camera “fan” who ap- 
preciates these superior features—twin f/3.5 
lenses, both Lumenized . . . Flash Koda- 
matic Shutter, 7 speeds to 1/200 . . . rigid 
cast-aluminum body. A superb camera for 
color, flash —all-modern picture making. 


“Takes a lot of doing?”’ No, 
just a Kodak camera with flash, 
and Kodak Verichrome Film. 





MORE CHRISTMAS 






For the full color of Christmas 
outdoors, Kodacolor Film makes 
all the difference. 












call 


Kodak Folding Cameras, $20.50 to $98 


Kodak Monitors, $78 and $98; Kodak Vigi- 
lant Junior (without flash feature), $20.50 


Illustrated: Kodak Vigilant f/4.5, $61.50. 
Flasholder extra. 


These famous favorites, providing 244 x 3% 
negatives in a camera that is compact, easy-to- 
carry, now make full-color snapshots (with Koda- 
color Film) as well as black-and-white, and most 
of them may be equipped with flash for night shots. 


“Kodak” is a trade mark 


Kodak is making more cameras than 


ever before, but 


the demand is greater, 


too. Consult your dealer. 
CANADIAN KODAK 


CO., LIMITED, 


TORONTO 9, ONT. 
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June Fruit 


Continued from page 31 


overboard. For some unfathomable 
reason she thought, just because she 
was in love, she had to marry him. Of 
course they were only kids. By senior 
year she would have known enough 
about Life to realize she could have 
handled the situation in another way. 

“They seem so happy,” her mother 
said, with that maternal yearning note 
in her voice. 

“| think undoubtedly happiness is the 
worst thing that can happen to a young 
couple,” Honor said slowly. All three 
heads turned toward her as though she 
had made a completely enigmatic 
remark. “The only way Man has pro- 
gressed is by seeking something better. 
Bergson, anyone, teaches that. If two 
people are contented they are static. In 
arut. People who are getting a divorce 
are certainly more admirable—socio- 
logically. At least they are striving 
toward some goal.” 

Her father got up. “Perry,” he said 
solemnly with his hand on Perry’s 
shoulder. “Better reconsider. The 
funny thing is,” he added, “colleges 
charge fat fees to put these ideas in 
girls’ heads.” 

The typical dull male and his sense of 
humor! She must ask Garrick why men 
are so obsessed with the desire to be 
funny with their daughters. Her father 
was a fairly intelligent man with his 
business friends—presumably. 


PERRY PARKED the car under the 
trees while they waited for the train. 
It had been hot but now a breeze tossed 
the branches of the big willow. Ex- 
tremely sensual behavior for a tree. 
There was a honeysuckle somewhere, 
complicating life. And ducks in a pond 
acting crazy. In some ways it was too 
nice an evening to go into the city. As 
a matter of fact if Perry should ask her 
to go to the club for dinner she might 
reconsider. Meet Garrick tomorrow. 

She looked at Perry. He was the type 
that looks cute in a sports shirt. Hair 
the color of his tan—short like a boy 
going to summer camp. Only medium 
tall. Crew. Kind eyes. Marvellous 
teeth. 

“What are you doing this evening?” 
she asked with casual politeness. 

“T don’t know. I might go out to the 
club.” 

“With whom?” 

“There are plenty of pretty girls 
breathlessly awaiting my beckoning 
finger.” 

She looked in her mirror. She was 
disgustingly pretty herself. Babyish 
skin and blue eyes. She tried to take 
the curves out of her mouth with lip- 
stick but it didn’t work. Why couldn’t 
she have had black hair with one white 
lock? A sallow skin and cheekbones? A 
powerful nose like Miss Matuchek’s? 

“What about tennis tomorrow?” 
Perry asked. 

She hesitated to accept. Tennis was 
such a silly way to spend your time 
although she thought she’d seen a 
picture of Einstein with a tennis racket 
once. “I wonder,” she said, putting 
away her mirror and considering the 
middle distance, “why Man _ should 
continue to indulge in play after he has 
reached maturity. It is certainly a 
reilection on our civilization. Obviously 
it is escape.” 





“Til tell you why I play tenni:,” 
Perry said promptly. “First, a man jas 
to have some excuse to see a gir!. ile 
can’t just phone and invite her to join 
him in a worth-while conversation. A!so 
tennis makes me sweat and [ like +o 
sweat. Thirdly, girls wear very shirt 
skirts when they play tennis and \.\y 
have remarkably pretty legs.” 

How could you talk to a man w)io 
took life that way? “I wish you would 
take something seriously. Just once.” 

“Okay.” He sat up promptly. “Let's 
consider your going in town tonight. 
Rather a mean slap at your very swell 
parents.” 

“How absurd! You mean I have to 
stay home and hold their hands all my 
life?” 

“You could have waited . . . 

“IT want to talk to Garrick about a 
job and it will take time, interviewing 
people, deciding . . . Why wait?” 

“You mean you are going to take a 
job right away?” he asked surprised. 

“T thought I might take a little vaca- 
tion but there’s no vacation about being 
home. It’s exhausting. Anne and 
Lawrie over for the evening! I'd fall 
asleep in their faces. The last time they 
came they spent hours on the baby’s 
middle ear. Think of the serious, 
important things there are to talk about 
and they can get no further than the 
baby’s middle ear. That’s marriage.” 

He thought that over. “You don’t 
believe in marriage?” he enquired, semi- 
serious. 

““No, I don’t believe I do. And ...” 
Now was her chance to get this idea 
over in a subtle way. “If I ever did 
marry | would certainly not marry 
someone who just happened to live near 
me. A world full of men and . . . well, 
take a chemist making up a formula or 
something. He doesn’t just reach out 
and take any element that happens to 
be there. He studies and tests and 
compares to get just the right one. lina 
democracy when you elect a representa- 
tive you vote for the best man in the 
whole country, not just someone you've 
always known. And yet in choosing a 
husband some people think I ought to 
just take three steps down the street 
and in an absent-minded sort of fashion 
marry the first man I see.” 

She waited for him to be funny. The 
absent-minded bride and who she found 
she married. That sort of thing. But he 
didn’t. 

“So,” he finally said. ‘“That’s how 
you feel.” 

“Not feel, think,” she corrected. 
“With anything as important as marri- 
age feelings shouldn’t enter into it.” 

He probably would have lammed 
that one right over the backstop but 
the train came. ‘“‘Just a minute,” he 
said as she jumped from the car. “How 
are you getting home tonight? Has 
this Gillicuddy McGillicuddy got a 
car?” 

“Certainly not. Newspaper men are 
greatly underpaid. I doubt if he could 
afford a scooter.” 

“Two on a scooter at midnight.” He 
shook his head disapprovingly. “I'll 
meet the twelve-six,” he called. 

“You'll do no such thing.” She 
stopped and turned to make it emphatic. 
““That’s insulting. I’m quite able to get 
myself home.” 

“Appointed by the Community Asso- 
ciation to get me home nights,”’ she told 
anyone who would listen. “So I am to 
take the twelve-six. Really!” 
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Wow / Canadians, too, can enjoy 
these wonderful Royal Puddings 
—the most popular in the world! 


Good news for dessert-eaters! 
Royal Puddings are so creamy - 
smooth, so rich and delicious — 
the best you ever tasted! Good 


a 


ROYAL PUDDINGS 
COME 70 CANADA 


news for dessert-makers, too ... 
these luscious, sure-to-please 
Royal Puddings are as easy to 
make as they are to eat! And 
Royal Puddings are sweetened 
just right — no need to add sug- 
ar. Just reach for Royal and 
you'll agree: ‘‘Royal Puddings 
Taste More Delicious.”’ 


TANDARD BRANDS 


From the window of the train she 
watched him drive off. The wind ruffled 
his hair, usually so smooth, giving him 
a dashing look. He turned the car 
easily through the traflic by the freight 
office. Men on this continent are so 
clever about machines and so stupid 
about women. She must talk that over 
with Garrick. In the back of her poc ket 
T. S. Eliot, she made notes of suggested 
topics for the evening's conversation. 


SHE HAD met Garrick last Christmas 
vacation at an anti-racial meeting she 
went to with Trudy. They got to 
giggling over him, he looked so bored 
and had such a wild interesting face. 
When Trudy finally picked him up they 
were thrilled to find he was a writer. 
Trudy was mad about him but it was 
Honor he sent his story of the meeting 
to with a completely incompre hensible, 
fascinating note. She wrote and thanked 
Honor 
used parts of her letters for a senior 
paper and got an A. His were quite 
unreadable without a dictionary—a 
good dictionary too. She asked him to 
the spring Prom but he couldn’t come, 


him and it went on from there. 


which was upsetting as Trudy had 
found out all about him from a cousin 
who knew someone on his paper and 
all the college knew Honor had invited 
a man 34 years old and divorced. 

She did not know the downtown part 
of the city at all well, but found the 
restaurant eventually. It was below 
street level and would be called a dive, 
she felt sure, but she breezed in and 
asked for a table for two as though all 
her life had been lived in such haunts. 
It was a good half-hour before he came 
and then he appeared in the doorway, 
looked about and headed for a girl about 
16 in a ghastly picture hat and pink 
veil. But of course it was dark in there. 
Honor waved and he came over. 

“Hello.” None of the chatter college 
boys think they have to emit. Just hello 
and he sat and reached for a menu, 
tapping the table while he studied it. 

He was even more fascinating-looking 
than she remembered. A long, lean, 
Irish-poet face, completely disillusioned. 
Black undisciplined hair and shrewd 
unfathomable eyes inches back behind 
sprouting brows. The kind of skin you 
would get from covering the waterfront 
at midnight in all weathers looking for 
crime. She had been amused at Trudy’s 
being so insane about him but face to 
face this way she understood. He was 
really terrific. 

He looked up suddenly and she 
blushed. She had to say something. 
“This is a fascinating place. I suppose 
it has been here for years and years.” 

He looked about as though he had 
never noticed it especially. “Opened 
last January. They pump dust on the 
walls.” You couldn’t tell whether his 
eyes were twinkling or not. He ordered 
in that bored way she adored and then 
there was a long silence. 

“I’ve been thinking about your last 
letter,” she said. 

“What did I say?” 

“It began, ‘To myself, a child of 
disbelief, Proust seems .. .”’” 

He nodded. **E. M. Forster’s essay on 
Proust. Page 100” 

She laughed. “My answer was from 
the Encyclopedia Britannica.  Seri- 
ously,” she said. “I wish you'd tell me 
just how terrible my writing is. - 1 want 
to get a job right away and writing 
seems . . . well it comes easily to me, 


even if I’m completely lousy.” 
waited. 

He smiled studying her. “Why 
you get a job as a model?” 

He. had a wonderful sense of hu \vor, 
“Do you know,” she said, “two virls 
in my class are going to be mo:‘cls? 
Four years’ work on their brains and 
then they sell their bodies,” she said 
daringly. “ But I’m serious about a job, 
I can’t stay home.” She gave him a 
quick picture of life at home. Intc|lec- 
tual apathy, lack of social conscious. 
ness, middle - class, quasi - Victoris 
morality ... 

“You want an apartment in town, 
he said. She agreed. “Meet interesting 
people ... people who dare... to 
the hilt.” 

“I certainly do. But about my 
writing. I do light things best with a 
kind of overtone of philosophy, 
Weltanschauung.” 

He considered that very seriously, 
“Why don’t you do a column? Start 
with one of the good papers and then 
have it syndicated. You could make 
good money. By the way, here’s a piece 
I had in today.” He pulled out the 
paper before she could question him 
further. He couldn’t mean she could get 
a job like that to start with. He spread 
the paper across the table and pointed, 
It was a very touching story about a 
woman with a starving baby who was 
evicted and her pet dog went and found 
a milkman and dragged him to them by 
the trouser leg. 

“Did the dog really do that?” she 
asked. 

“Actually,” he said, “the dog was a 
cat and | got the milkman when the 
photographer came but it makes a 
good story. Eviction stories always go 
ovcr well,” 

She was startled. She had to change 
her idea of him completely. He wasn’t 
so much a writer as a kind of benign 
padre searching out the city’s hidden 
sorrows and turning the light of man’s 
mercy on them. “I think you are simply 
wonderful,” she said. “Your life is so 
rich,” 

He laughed. “I think you are pretty 
wonderful too.” The pulse in her wrist 
simply bounced up and down. “I want 
you to meet some friends this evening. 
I’ve told them about you. Do you 
know Vespasio Spain's work?” 

She nodded. What did it matter what 
Spain did? He wanted Spain to meet 
her! She didn’t think he was exactly in 
love with her. Not dropping like ripe 
fruit as Wilma would say, but he was 
certainly headed that way. And when 
you considered his past there would 
certainly be nothing haphazard about 
his emotions this time. 

She wasn’t one hundred per cent sure 
about herself. She knew she was too 
excited to eat and she certainly had 
never been that way with Perry. But 
why should she? Perry was so old-hat. 
She knew his little sister, and his dog 
and his cook. She’d even seen an X-ray 
o: kis wisdom teeth. But with Garrick. 
she didn’t know what woman he had 
been divorced from, or how many times. 
Hundreds of women must have loved 
him. 

They walked down the street arm in 
arm. If only Trudy would suddenly 
arrive from the West and see them! Or 
Wilma. Or if Perry should appear. She 
turned quickly but it was an unknown 
man coughing behind them. Perry 

# Continued on page 69 
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Dress By Deckelbaum Bros. 


Fantasy in Fabric 


Famous Bruck fabrics . . . a medium of expression 


for creative fingers ... a source of inspiration 
for the season's most exciting fashions. Bruck’s 
legendary colours are dramatized in an elegant gift 


box capturing the spirit of Christmas giving. 


BRUCK SILK MILLS LIMITED - Montreal and Toronto 


Bruck Fabrics are sold by the yard in leading stores everywhere. 





68 Chatelaine, December, 1347 


I'S NEW! 
IT'S DIFFERENT! 
ITS OM! SO BEAUTIFUL! 


This Wonderful New Way to Color Lips... 
Concentrated Color That Never Deserts Your Lips in Patches 


Looks like lipstick in its stun- 
ning case but glide it onto your lips 
and all of a sudden your heart sings 

. it’s just that beautiful! For you'll 
see your lips not covered with pasty 
coating, but very well dressed in 
concentrated, living color that keeps its 
full, lively color-beauty through every 
minute of every hour you wear it. 
And all the while your lips feel OH! 
so smooth! I worked for seven long 

" years to perfect my “LIPCOLOR” 
principle of living color for your lips 
to wear, and now I offer it to you in the 


seven most heavenly shades you have 


ever seen. The Lady Esther LIPCOLOR 


Card at your favorite store shows Rawlings Furs, Esther Dorothy ‘Haat, Lilly Dache 


* Photo, Rawling 
exactly how each shade will look on 
your lips. $1.25 F lor 


lovelier, by far, than lipstick 
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would have to know sooner or later how 
she and Garrick felt about each other. 

It was an evening in a million. The 
sunset over a large pop sign was orange 
and pink and the lights on the sign 
green and blue. And the brick buildings 
cerise and crimson and plum. Pure 
Chagall. The country is just like an old 
watercolor your aunt might have done 
—green, green, green. Blue sky. White 
clouds. Youth pulses to the beat of the 
City’s heart. Age creeps defeated to 
field and fen. But there’s drama behind 
every street light. Tragedy striking 
here. Happiness trailing her gossamer 
garments there. And she and Garrick 
walking ... 


HE TURNED her into a pastry shop. 
“Have to get some babas for Lillian.” 

“Lillian?” 

“Vespasia,” he corrected himself. “I 
forgot. Spain doesn’t like the name 
Lillian so she changed. Pretty confus- 
ing. Vespasio-a-um.” 

So-o. Spain had a woman living with 
him. How amusing! She wasn’t the 
least bit shocked. She would be terribly 
nice to this Lillian so Garrick would see 
she wasn’t shocked. 

Vespasio Spain looked rather like a 
Turk—short and swarthy. “‘Gahr-rick,” 
he bellowed and slapped Garrick’s arm. 
“Come in...come in. And the 
young lady. Vespasia,” he called down 
the hall, and the woman came out. She 
wasn’t blond and florid as they usually 
are in plays but tall and thin. Not too 
terribly attractive, which made their 
relationship so much more interesting. 

“I’m so glad to meet you,” Honor 
said. 

It was a small room they went into, 
and the air didn’t seem very fresh. A 
boy with a face like a sick bird’s was 
there and two girls arrived shortly, and 
an old man in a cap. She didn’t recog- 
nize their names but they were all 
obviously Someone. Everyone talked 
at once which made it hard to follow, 
but it was just the kind of evening she 
had been hungry for. People who dared 
say what they believed and what was 
more, dared live the life they believed in. 

If only the room hadn’t been so thick 
with smoke and stale air. She put her 
head back against the refrigerator and 
tried to figure out what the old man 
beside her was talking about. She 
wondered what the feminine of Garrick 
would be and she wondered how Perry 
would act in a group like this... 
Suddenly she sat up. She must have 
fallen asleep. 

She had been awakened by a com- 
pletely absurd sound, dreaming she was 
home with Anne and Lawrie and Junior 
apparently. She blinked and looked 
again. There was Vespasia with a 
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Pattern descriptions and details for ordering 


1950—Infant’s wrapper, sacque, cap and 
dress in one size. Wrapper and cap: % of 
35” or 39”; % of 54”. Lace edging: @¥% yards 
ot %” width. Saccue: % of 35”, 39” or 54”. 
Dress: 1% of 35”; 1 of 39". Price 25c. 

1804—-Baby's hooded blanket in one size 
Blanket and hood: 1 of 36”, 39” or 54”. Bind- 
ing: 4% yards of 2%” width. Ribbon for 
drawstrings: 1% yards of %” width. Lining 
for hood: % of 35” or 39”. Price 25c. 

4704—-Infant’s set in one size. Dress: 1% of 
35”; 1% of 39”. Coat and bonnet: 1% of 35”; 
1 of 39”; % of 54”. Slip: % of 35” or 49”. Lave 
edging: 3 of %” width. Bootees: 17” x 9” felt, 





Simplicity Patterns may be cbtained from your local dealer, or by mail throuch 
the Pattern Department of Chatelaine Mugazine, 481 University Avenue, Toronto z. 
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screaming bundle in her arms. The 
woman had a baby! Honor was shocked 
through and through. 

Everyone was crowding around ask- 
ing to see its darling little hands and 
making chirping noises at it and snap- 
ping their fingers, and Vespasia was 
hugging it and laughing at it and acting 
as though she adored it. A travesty on 
something that should be sacred! 


ACU AAU ASTE 
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The evening was completely ruined. 
The Spains were really awful. Garrick 
shouldn’t have brought her here. What 
had seemed modern and free and brave 
and honest became just downright 
immoral, “Garrick,” she said stiffly, “I 
must go.” 

“*Tt’s early yet.”” He went on making 
faces at the baby. 

“But I have to catch the twelve-six.” 
Suddenly it seemed very important to 
catch the twelve-six. “Garrick, please. 
I mustn’t miss it.” 

“You mean you have to go back 
tonight?” 

And just what did he mean by that? 
Did he think she was like Vespasia? She 
said good night to her very coolly so he 
would see what she thought of such 
people. 

“Rushing home?” Vespasia asked. 
“Garrick, you'll have to take this girl 
in hand.” 

“1 certainly will,” Garrick said and 
everyone laughed. Honor said good 
night and tore down the stairs. Garrick 
caught her on the sidewalk. ‘What's 
wrong?” he asked. 

“Nothing. Nothing at all.” 

He laughed and squeezed her arm. 
“Honor, I adore you.” A few hours ago 
how delighted she would have been. 
Now it scared her. The street was 
deserted and very dark and she was 
completely turned around. She would 
have no idea whether he took her in the 
right direction or not. “This way,” he 
said and took her arm tight. A man who 
would have friends like the Spains! 
Probably the woman who divorced him 
had good reason to do so. Newspaper 
men naturally become callous to evil. 

““Hadn’t we better take a taxi?” she 
asked, keeping her voice calm. 

“Not a chance in this part of town,” 
he said with no pretense whatever, and 
hurried her along to the corner. 

“There’s a streetcar... just 
other block up . . .” 

“Not the one we want.” He took her 
arm still tighter. She simply had to be 
smarter than he was. They crossed the 
street and she saw the drugstore. 

“| have to go in here and telephone. 
A friend is meeting that train and | 
ought to let him know . . .” 

“You haven’t time.” 

“But I must.” She pulled herself 
away and went in and back to the phone 
booth. She picked up the receiver and 
then opened the door. “Would you be 
getting me some cigarettes?” she asked 


an- 














cotton or leather. 
width. Price 20c. 


2249—-Stuffed toy animal in one size. Lamb: 
% of 35”; % of 54”. Felt for hoofs and eyes: 
3%” x 3”. Contrasting ear facing: % yard of 
= flavnel. Ribbon: 24” of 1%” width. Price 


Ribbon: 1 yard of %” 


2239—Stuffed toy animal in one size. 
Bunny: % of 25”; % of 50”. Kar lining: % 
of 35” or 39”. Tongue: 1” x 1” ,elt. Eyes: 2” 
x 2” felt. Ribbon: 1 yard of 1%” width. 
Price 25c. 

Embroidery transfer patterns included. 
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“WHERE SMART PEOPLE GATHER” 


Where smart people gather 


Virginia Ovals assure good taste. OR PLAIN 


simple steps toa 
lovelier complexion... 


try this sensible, 
new beauty treatment 


Want a lovelier complexion—with- 
out countless jars and bottles? Then 
turn to one beauty cream—medi- 
cated Noxzema. This 4-step treat- 
ment gets results! 
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blemishes. 


That’s all you have todo. Noxzema 
is made to help heal blemishes, 
soothe rough, dryskin. Preferred by 
8 out of 10 Broadway actresses and 
4 out of 5 models interviewed. Get 
your jar today! 
AT ALL DRUG AND 

DEPARTMENT STORES — 17¢, 39¢, 59¢ 


sweetly. The minute his back was 
turned she dashed out the side door. 

She didn’t dare look back until she 
reached the corner. Not a sign of him 
following. She crossed and went up a 
block, and around the corner was a 
taxi. She was about to step in when she 
realized her hands were empty. She had 
left her purse in the phone b« oth. 

She walked back 
else to do—but when she got to the 
corner there was no drugstore. She 
a block and it wasn’t on 
Here was a fine fix! 


there was not hing 


went down 
that corner either. 
Her heels made clicking noises in the 


quiet street. A car went by with some | 
women screaming with laughter. Ahead | 


was a drunken man in a doorway. She 


crossed the street and then crossed back | 


when she saw a man coming. That 
horrible Garrick! Could anyone imagine 
going out with Perry and getting into a 
mess like this! It was getting later and 
She started to run, little tiptoe 
that 
made her hair bounce, and then sud- 


later. 


runs twisted her shoulders. and 


denly there was the drugstore. 
There no Garrick 
clerk. No purse. 


was inside, 


“Oh, Miss.”” The man stuck his head | 


“Your friend said | 
was to give you this.” 


out of a back room. 


The note said, “I am at the Informa- 
tion Desk at the with 
purse. The clerk will tell you which car 
to take.” 

She saw him right away but walked 


station your 


And enclosed was a dime. 


around him in a big circle wondering 
She 


If so what would bx 


what she would say. could have 


been wrong. her 
reason for running out the back door. 
A fainting spell? She saw someone sh« 


knew? 


She would give no explanation. 

Why shouldn’t she run out a door 
“What in 

said coming at her. He was furious. 
“Thank you for the purse. 


catch my train.” 


; 
heaven’s name 


I must 


“Your train went ages ago. Just what 
was the idea, if | may seek to plumb the 
depths of your...” 

“Sorry, I haven’t time to talk.” 

‘I was dragging you to my room I 
suppose, where the poison needle was all 
ready. Girls like you give me a pain. 
Looking for dirt. 
not to tind me a white slaver. And as it 
happens, Lillian and Vespasio 
married. That is a shock too, isn’t it? 
You came to the zoo to peer at the 
animals living in sin . . .” 


How disappointing 


SHE HATED him so, she wanted to 
blast with scorn but the 
wouldn’t come. “It’s your fault,” she 
told him. “You were laughing at me 
all the time. You took me there to show 
them how dumb I was.” 


him words 


Now that she was angry he smiled. 
. . . and how pretty,” he added. 
She dumb and pretty! She who got an 


A on her senior paper. Let him write a 
paper for Miss Matuchek. He’d get D 
or worse. Even Perry had a better brain. 

“To think that colleges charge for 
what they have taught you,” he said 
pleasantly, shaking his head. That was 
the last straw. The very line her father 
used, 

Dignity was safest. She would be 
sorry if she said all the things she was 
bursting to scream at him. “Thank you 
for a most enlightening evening.” 

His anger was completely gone now. 
He smiled as though she were Vespasia’s 
baby. “Gocd. Perhaps you'll come in 
again and take ancther lesson.” 
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“Thank you. Thank you very much. 
I have graduated from your course I 
think, with all the rites and privileges 
pertaining thereto.” 

He laughed right out. “You really 
are very pretty. You'll get along fine.” 
And right there in the station lobby 
with any number of people about, lie 
grabbed her and kissed her, made a 
stiff bow and left. Never in her life 
would she meet such a vile, repulsive 
creature. She hurried to the ladies’ 
room and washed her face. Then she 
went to a phone, 

If Perry really planned to meet her 
he would be at home perhaps, and up. 
Or he might be at the Wagon eating. Or 
still out at the club. She tried his home 
first. His voice was like a hot water 
bottle when you are cold. “‘Were you 
really planning to meet me, Perry, 
because I missed the train.” 

“Where are you?” 

“I’m at the station in town. I don’t 
think there is another train. What 
should I do?” 

“There’s a train at 1.04 for Clay- 
bourne Junction. It’s an express so 
don’t fall asleep.” 

“You mean you'll drive to Claybourne 
Junction to get me? It’s 25 miles.” 

“Oh I might,” he said. “Or you could 
borrow the station master’s bicycle.” 

“1 think you’re awfully sweet to do 
that, Perry. Are you sure you want to?” 
She leaned against the phone as though 
that would bring him nearer. 

“Look, Honor, you just concentrate 
on getting off at the Junction. [Il 
take care of everything after that.” 

On the train she had a chance to 
review the evening. Garrick didn’t 
matter. She would never see him again 
and that was that. A youthful indiscre- 
tion. But she could see how perhaps 
the worst mistake of the evening was 
what she had just said to Perry. You're 
so sw-e-et to meet me. Praciically throw- 
ing herself into his arms right through 
the receiver. And ahead was the long 
ride and Perry was so attractive driving 
a car. Probably there would be moons 
and stars. Just because Garrick was 
such a washout was no reason for letting 
Perry think she was in love with him. 
She would set things right as soon as she 
saw him. “It was so good of you to get 
me. I had such a marvellous evening. 
Now if you don’t mind Ill take a little 
nap.” Back on the good safe footing. 

She was the only one to get off the 
train at the dimly lit little station. 
There was a lanky old station master 
who certainly wasn’t Perry and parked 
at the back a broken down old truck 
that certainly wasn’t Perry’s car. She 
climbed up on a baggage thing and 
shivered and waited. She snuggled up 
against a burlap bag of fish or some- 


thing and tried to doze. Down the 
track a freight engine was snuffling. 
Nothing else. 

Maybe he had gone into the ditch. He 
was a wonderful driver but at night 
trucks go tearing along with the driver 
asleep. Or maybe on thinking it over he 
simply decided he had had enough. 
There was a thought to laugh off! She 
had been horrid to him—ever since the 
day he moved into town she had been 
simply unbearable. She had said she 
wouldn’t marry him because he lived 
on her street but suppose he had moved 
to Glenview Road beside Dora Holman. 
Or suppose his family had moved a 
thousand miles away. When you 
consider how many millions of streets 
there are in the world Europe, Africa, 
everywhere—it was certainly a remark- 
able coincidence that he should have 
moved to that one particular street. 
You really couldn’t see it as anything 
but a compelling Fate if you believed in 
anything at all. 

Or just suppose Perry had lived a 
hundred years ago like that play, 
Something Square. She could only 
dream about him nights. She did dream 
about him often—quite shamefully, 
which was one reason why she was so 
horrid to him. But suppose there were 
nothing else. Never ride beside him in 
the car, never hear his voice. Wake up 
every morning and he would be gone. 
Just simply not exist. Dead years and 
years ago, 

Tires skidded on gravel and footsteps 
came striding ... She flew into his 
arms. “Perry ... darling...” No 
man in a dream ever got an idea so 
quickly, or made such good use of it. 

There was no hurry now—they sat 
on the baggage truck and lightly re- 
viewed the past 10 years. She remem- 
bered all the times she had been horrid 
to him and made up for it. “For a girl 
who thinks feeling shouldn’t enter into 
marriage,” Perry said against her cheek, 
‘you do very, very well. Or do you still 
not believe in marriage?” 

‘Just because some people get into 
ruts when they get married is no reason 
everyone should,” she explained. He 
nodded, his eyelashes tickling. “ You can 
think about who you'll marry until 
you’re blue in the face and where are 
you? After all, why does Man have a 
heart?” He muttered that she was 
entirely right. “And what’s so awful 
about fruit dropping from trees? You 
can’t expect cherries and apples and 
things to hang on forever.” 

He pulled away and looked at her, 
worried. “I think it’s time to go,” he 
said firmly. 

But there was the ride home with 
moons and stars and things. And the 
rest of their lives. @ 
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Put Purpose in Your Greeting ! 


When you buy the Christmas seals issued 
by the Canadian Tuberculosis Association 
you are investing in the welfare of your own 
neighborhood. Moneys thus raised will be 


used for preventive services in the individual community. Mass 
X-ray surveys, free to schools, factories, offices, etc., are detecting 
tuberculosis in its early stages, ensuring proper treatment, Giving 
vastly improved chances for cure, and protecting others from ex- 
posure to the disease. By buying Christmas seals you contribute to 


a great humanitarian work. 










Chatelaine, December, 1947 — 71 


= — 


You hold him in your hands— 
enchanting, lovely hands xy : 
that use the beauty-bringing 

NEW HINDS! 

Enriched with lanolin especially 
to soften your hands, Hinds 
makes them feel smoother, . 
lovelier .. . instantly! 

Hinds Honey and Almond Cream 
is richer, creamier ... dries 
quickly ... leaves no 
unpleasant stickiness. 










@ NEW LUXURY BOTTLE 


The NEW HINDS bottle is designed for the dressing 
table — it’s more feminine, graceful, and decorative. 








Holds more, too... you get more Hinds for your money. 
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Keep your hair always smooth, chic and lovely 
with wonderful HOoLp-Bos bobby pins. They're invisible 
in the hair, strong yet flexible, gentle as a lover's 
embrace. Rounded-for-safety ends won't catch hair, 
because they slide in smoothly. And Hold-Bob 
pins stay in more securely, 
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feel better, look smarter. 
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Made In Consdeo by Gaylord Products of Canada, 
léd., St. Hyacinthe, P. Q.. . . formerly known os 
The Hump Hairpin Mig. Co. of Canode (1940) itd 
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continually with a vulgar roar. The 
sounds of his laughter come from a 
record played over and over, and the 
machine in his belly that produces the 
bodily contortions has a number in the 
patent office in Washington. 


IN THE old days in Halifax we never 
thought about the meaning of the word 
democracy; we were all mixed up to- 
gether in a general deplorability. So 
the only service any picture of those 
days can render is to help prove how far 
we have advanced since then, The first 
story I have to tell has no importance 
and not even much of a point. It is 
simply the record of how one boy felt 
during a Christmas that now seems 
remote enough to belong to the era of 
Tom Cratchit. The second story is 
about the same. The war Christmases 
I remember in Halifax were not jolly 
ones. In a way they were half-tragic, 
but there may be some significance in 
the fact that they are literally the only 
ones I can still remember. Indirectly, 
the war was part of them both. It was 
a war nobody down there understood. 
We were simply a part of it, swept into 
it from the mid-Victorian age in which 
we were all living until 1914. 

On Christmas Eve in 1915 a cold 
northeaster was blowing through the 
town with the smell of coming snow 
on the wind. Al day our house was 
hushed for a reason I didn’t understand, 
and | remember being sent out to play 
with some other boys in the middle of 
the afternoon. Supper was a silent meal, 
And then, immediately after we had 
finished, my father put on the greatcoat 
of his new uniform and went to the 
door and I saw the long tails of the coat 
blowing out behind him in the flicker of 
a faulty arc light as he half-ran up to the 
corner. We heard bagpipes, and almost 
immediately a company of soldiers ap- 
peared swinging down Spring Garden 
Road from old Dalhousie. It was very 
cold as we struggled up to the corner 
after my father, and he affected not to 
notice us. Then the pipes went by 
playing ““The Blue Bonnets,” the lines 
of khaki men went past in the darkness 
and my father fell in behind the last rank 
and faded off down the half-lit street, 
holding his head low against the wind 
to keep his flat military cap from blow- 
ing off, and my mother tried to hide her 
feelings by saying what a shame the 
cap didn’t fit him properly. She told my 
sister and me how nice it was of the 
pipers to have turned out on such a cold 
day to see the men off, for pipe music 
was the only kind my father liked. It 
was all very informal. The men of that 
unit—almost entirely a local one 
simply left their homes the way my 
father had done and joined the column 
and the column marched down Spring 
Garden Road to the ship along the 
familiar route most of them had taken 
to church ail their lives. An hour later 
we heard tugboat whistles and then the 
foghorn of the transport and we knew 
he was on his way. AS my sister and [| 
hung up our stockings on the mantel- 
piece | wondered whether the vessel was 
no farther out than Thrum Cap or 
whether it had already reached Sambro, 

It was a bleak night for children to 
hang up their stockings and wait for 
Santa Claus, but next morning we found 


JOHN MILLS 


So Well Remembered As “Mr. Pip", 
Soon To Be Unforgotten Also As 
“The October Man" 


While wandering the Canadian countryside 
last summer, John Mills was slightly 
startled to be hailed as “Mr. Pip” at a 
crossroads hamburger stand and asked for 
data on his coming films. His Canadian 
following has grown go large and widespread 
that this would be apt to happen to him 
anywhere. 


x * * 


In THE OCTOBER MAN, he has one of 
his strangest and most satisfying roles,— 
that of a one-man epidemic of mystery, 
afraid of life but accused of murder. The 
story was written and produced by that 
authority on fear, Eric Ambler, whose 
thrillers provided Hollywood with some of 
its top whodunit hits and whose “The Way 
Ahead” was a wartime classic. He is now 
with the J. Arthur Rank Organisation. 
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Opposite John Mills in THE OCTOBER 
MAN, as in the photograph above, is still 


one more lovely newcomer, Joan Greenwood. 
* * * 
Another famed film author, James Hilton, 


wrote the second of the season's exceptional 
motion pictures with John Mills. This is 
SO WELL REMEMBERED, the lifetime 
drama of a mill-town newspaper editor. The 
London-and-Hollywood starring line-up in- 
cludes Martha Scott and Patricia Roc. 
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SO WELL REMEMBERED also startled 
the film industry when it was announced. 
It is the result of an unusual British- 
American partnership, produced and pre- 
sented as an R.K.O.-Rank picture. 


At Your Favorite Theatre Soon 
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gifts in them as usual, including a golden 
orange in each toe. It was strange to 
think that the very night my father had 
left the house, a strange old man, 
remembering my sister and me, had 
come into it. We thought it was a sign 
of good luck. 


THAT WAS 1915, and sometime during 
the following year a boy at school told 
me there was no Santa Claus and put 
his case so convincingly that I believed 
him. 

Strictly speaking, this should have 
been the moment of my first step toward 
becoming a neurotic. Maybe it was, 
but there were so many other circum- 
stances to compete with it, | don’t know 
whether Santa Claus was responsible 
for what I’m like now or not. For about 
a week after discovering the great 
deception I wondered how | could 
develop a line of conduct which would 
prevent my mother from finding out 
that I knew who filled our stockings on 
Christmas Eve. I hated to disappoint 
her in what I knew was a great pleasure. 
After a while | forgot all about it. Then, 
shortly before Christmas a cable arrived 
saying that my father was on his way 
home. He hadn’t been killed like the 
fathers of other boys at school; he was 
being invalided home as a result of 
excessive work as a surgeon in the 
hospital. 

We had been living with my grand- 
mother in Cape Breton, so my mother 
rented a house in Halifax sight unseen, 
we got down there in time to meet his 
ship when it came in, and then we all 
went to the new house. This is the 
part of my story which reminds me of 
Charles Dickens again. Five minutes 
after we entered the house it blew up. 
This was not the famous Halifax ex- 
plosion; we had to wait another year for 
that. This was our own private explo- 
sion, It smashed half the windows in 
the other houses along the block, it 
shook the ground like an earthquake and 
it was heard for a mile. 

] have seen many queer accidents in 
Halifax, but none which gave the re- 
porters more satisfaction than ours did. 
For a house to blow up suddenly in 
our district was unusual, so the press 
felt some explanation was due the 
publi¢. Besides, it was nearly Christmas 
and local news was hard to find. The 
moment the first telephone call reached 
the newspaper oflices to report the 
accident, they knew the cause. Gas had 
been leaking in our district for years and 
a few people had even complained about 
it. In our house, gas had apparently 
backed in from the city mains, filling 
partitions between the walls and lying 
stagnant if the basement. But this was 
the first time anyone could prove that 
gas had been leaking. The afternoon 
paper gave the story. 

DOCTOR HUNTS GAS LEAK WITH 
BURNING MATCH—FINDS IT! 

When my father was able to talk, 
which he couldn’t do for several days 
because the skin had been burned off 
his hands and face, ne denied the story 
about the match. According to modern 
theory this denial should have precipi- 
tated my second plunge toward neurosis, 
for I had distinctly seen him with the 
match in his hand, going down to the 
basement to look for the gas and com- 
plaining about how careless people were. 
However, those were ignorant times and 
I didn’t realize I might get a neurosis. 
Instead of brooding and deciding to close 


my mind to reality from then on in 
order to preserve my belief in the 
veracity and faultlessness of my father, 
I wished to God he had been able to 
tell his story sooner and stick to it. 
After all, he was a first-class doctor, but 
what would prospective patients think 
if every time they heard his name they 
saw a picture of an absent-minded 
veteran looking for a gas leak in a dark 
basement with a lighted match? 

It took two whole days for the 
newspaper account of our accident to 
settle. In the meantime the house was 
temporarily ruined, school children had 
denuded the chandelier in the living 
room of its prisms, and it was almost 
Christmas. My sister was still away 
at school, so my mother, my father and 
I found ourselves in a single room in 
an old residential hotel on Barrington 
Street. I slept on a cot and they nursed 
their burns in a huge bed which opened 
out of the wall. The bed had a mirror 
on the bottom of it, and it was equipped 
with such a strong spring that it crashed 
into place in the wall whenever they got 
out of it. I still remember my father 
sitting up in it with one arm in a sling 
from the war, and his face and head in 
white bandages. He was philosphical 
about the situation, including the va- 
garies of the bed, for it was his Cal- 
vinistic way to permit himself to be com- 
fortable only when things were going 
badly. 


THE HOTEL was crowded and our 
meals were brought to us by a boy 
called Chester, who lived in the base- 
ment near the kitchen. That was all 
I knew about Chester at first; he 
brought our meals, he went to school 
only occasionally, and his mother was 
ill in the basement. But as long as my 
memory lasts, that Christmas of 1916 
will be Chester’s Christmas. 

He was a waif of a boy. I never knew 
his last name, and wherever he is now, 
I’m certain he doesn’t remember me, 
But for a time I can say without being 
sentimental that I loved him. 

He was white-faced and thin, with 
lank hair on top of a head that broke 
back at right angles from a high narrow 
forehead. There were always holes in 
his black stockings, his handed-down 
pants were so badly cut that one leg 
was several inches longer than the other 
and there was a patch on the right seat 
of a different color from the rest of the 
cloth. But he was proud of his clothes; 
prouder than anyone I’ve ever seen over 
a pair of pants. He explained that they 
were his father’s and his father had worn 
them at sea. 

For Chester, nobody was worth con- 
sidering seriously unless he was a sea- 
man. Instead ot feeling envious of the 
people who lived upstairs in the hotel, 
he seemed to feel sorry for them because 
they never went to sea. He would look 
at the old ladies with the kind of eyes 
that Dickens discovered in children’s 
faces in London: huge eyes as trusting 
as a bird-dog’s, but old, as though they 
had forgotten hew to cry long ago. 

I wondered a lot 2 bout Chester—what 
kind of a room they had in the base- 
ment, where they ate, what his mother 
was like. But I was never allowed in 
the basement. Once I walked behind the 
hotel to sce if I could Icok through the 
windows, but they were only six or eight 
inches above the ground and they were 
covercd with snow. I gathered that 
Chester liked it down there because it 
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Soft and snug... 
gay with color . . . luxuriously 
fashioned from virgin wool . . . 
MONARCH-KNIT SWEATERS say « 
“Merry Christmas” with a warmth that’s 
enjoyed all year! Choose early 
for all the family . . . 
Teele iat Mel de late (43 
selection of styles 


Ta A-1e1a 


GIVE MONARCH 
MONARCH-KNIT SOCKS DEBUTANTE NYLONS 


amo ih Mele Me CCM ML -iat 1 tell] eae tet 
knitted into every smart — she Will receive with 
pattern. Give handsome sheer delight! 
Monarch-Knit half- | Choose early from 
Todt MoM NZ -1a Maal 1 SY -1 te] aes tT a 
on your list. new shades. 


AT BETTER STORES EVERYWHERE 


Monarch-Knit 


FAMOUS FOR QUALITY 
FOREMOST IN STYLE 
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With Imperial Loyalist furniture, you 
bring into your home the beauty and the glory that was 
yesteryear. It becomes your prized 
possession, a mark of finest quality. 
It is yours for all your life, something 
to love, something to live with. And 
it is engineered in wood. 
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¥ Look for this brand on every piece 





YORKSHIRE’S 
WARMEST 
ra, XMAS GREETINGS 


No gift can give greater pleasure, or more 
lasting satisfaction, than these beautiful 
Jamb’s wool Blankets, from Yorkshire 
(England). 
Soft, warm and light. Generous in 
EXTRA length and width. In 10 lovely 
Pastel Shades — to match any scheme 
of bedroom decoration. 
GUARANTEED 5-WAYS, 
5-YEARS. They last a lifetime. 
“Cellophane” wrapped and sealed. 
See them at your leading Store. 





- 


BLANKETS 


All Pure 
Lamb’s Wool 


MYTHOLMROYD, 


S°YEARS 
All pure Lamb’s Wool. 
@ MOTHPROOF. 
@ Won’t shrink. 
@ Fast to washing. 
@ Odourless. 








THOS. RATCLIFFE & CO. LTD., YORKSHIRE, ENGLAND 
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was warm, and once he was ‘down, 


nobody ever bothered him. 


THE DAYS went past, heavy and grey 
and cold. Soon it was the day before 
Christmas again, and | was still sup- 
posed to believe in Santa Claus. I found 
myself confronted by a double crisis. 

I would have to hang up my stocking 
as usual, but how could my parents, 
who were still in bed, manage to fill it? 
And how would they feel when the next 
morning came and my stocking was still 
empty? This worry was overshadowed 
only by my concern for Chester. 

On the afternoon of Christmas Eve 
he informed me that this year, for th 
first time in his life, Santa Claus was 
really going to remember him. “I never 
ett a real orange and you never did 
neether because you only get real 
oranges in Portugal. My old man says 
so. But Santy Claus is going to bring 
me one this year. That means the old 
man’s still alive.” 

“Honest, Chester? you 
know?” Everyone in the hotel knew 
that his father, who was a quartermas- 
ter, was on a slow convoy to England. 

“Mrs. Urquhart says so.” 

Everyone in the hotel also knew Mrs. 
Urquhart. She was a tiny old lady with 
a harsh voice who lived in the room 


I low do 


opposite ours on the ground floor with 
her unmarried sister. Mrs. Urquhart 
wore a white lace cap and carried a 
cane. Both old ladies wore mourning, 
Mrs. Urquhart for two dead husbands, 
her sister for Queen Victoria. They were 
a trial to Chester because he had to carry 
hot tea upstairs for them every morning 
at seven. 

““Mrs. Urquhart says if Santy Claus 
brings me rea! oranges it means he was 
talkin’ to the old man and the old man 
told him I wanted one. And if Santy 
Claus was talkin’ to the old man, it 
means the old man’s alive, don’t it?” 

Much of this was beyond me until 
Chester explained further. 

“Last time the old man was home 
I seed some oranges in a store window, 
but he wouldn’t get me one because if 
he buys stuff in stores he can’t go on 
being a seaman. To be a seaman you got 
to wash out your insides with rum every 
day and rum costs lots of money. 
Anyhow, store oranges ain’t real.” 

‘How do you know they aren’t?” 

“My old man says so. He’s been in 
Portugal and he picks real ones off trees 
That’s where they come from. Not from 
stores. Only my old man and the people 
who live in Portugal has ever ett real 
oranges.” 

Someone called and Chester disap- 
peared into the basement. An hour or 
so later, after we had eaten the supper 
he brought to us on a tray, my father 
told me to bring the wallet from the 
pocket of his uniform which was hanging 
in the cupboard. He gave me some small 
change and sent me to buy grapes for 


my mother at a corner fruit store. When | 


I came back with the grapes I met 
Chester in the outer hall. His face was 
beaming and he was carrying a parcel 
wrapped in brown paper. 

“Your old man give me a two-dollar 
bill,” he said. “I got my old lady a 
Christmas present.” 

I asked him if it was medicine. 

“She don’t like medicine,” he said. 
“When she’s feelin’ bad she wants rum,” 

When I got back to our room I didn’t 
tell my father what Chester had done 
with his two dollars, I hung up my 


Any 


CANADA'S FINEST 
CIGARETTE 
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Viyella’ 


ate 


FLANNEL 


True economy means buying 
the best — and that's Viyella 
Flannel, the original anti-shrink 
stylish and 


wearing for 


fabric that's so 
long men's, 


women's and children's wear, 


The British Fashion Fabric that Wears and Wears 
GUARANTEED WASHABLE & COLORFAST 
LUX TESTED 


36” and 54” wide. At all leading stor i 
Wm Hollins & Co. Ltd., 266 King St. Ww. , desing 





.. todd sparkle and gaiety 


to your next .. . USE 
Mogan Dense Gout 


MONOGRAM 


at better stores everywhere 













stocking on the old-fashioned mantel- 
piece, the lights were put out and I was 
told to go to sleep. 

An old flickering are light hung in the 
street almost directly in front of the 
hotel, and as I lay in the dark pretending 
to be asleep the ceiling seemed to be 
quivering, for the shutters fitted badly 
and the room could never be completely 
darkened, After a time I heard move- 
ment in the room, then saw a shadowy 
figure near the mantelpiece. I closed 
my eyes tight, heard the swish of tissue 
paper, then the sounds of someone 
getting back into bed. A fog bell, blow- 
ing in the harbor and heralding bad 
weather, was audible, 

After what seemed to me a long time 
I heard heavy breathing from the bed. 
I got up, crossed the rocm carefully and 
felt the stocking in the dark. My 
fingers closed on a round object in its 
toe. Well, | thought, one orange would 
be better than none. 

In those days hardly any children 
wore pyjamas, at least not in Nova 
Scotia. And so a minute later, when 
I was sneaking down the dimly lit hall 
of the hotel in a white nightgown, 
heading for the basement stairs with the 
orange in my hand, I was a fairly 
conspicuous object. Just as | was put- 
ting my hand to the knob of the base- 
ment door I heard a tapping sound and 
ducked under the main stairs that led 
to the second floor of the hotel. The 
tapping came near, stopped, and I knew 
somebody was standing still, listening, 
only a few feet away. 

A crisp voice said, “You naughty boy, 
come out of there.” 

I waited a moment and then moved 
into the hall. Mrs. Urquhart was 
standing before me in her black skirt 
and white cap, one hand on the handk 
of her cane. 

“You ought to be ashamed of your- 
self, at this hour of the night. Go back 
to your room at once!” 

As I went back up the hall I was afraid 


SILHOUETTES IN FELT. 


the noise had wakened my father. The 
big door creaked as I opened it and 
looked up at the quivering maze of 
shadows on the ceiling. Somebody on 
the bed was snoring and it seemed to 
he all right. I slipped into my cot and 
waited for several minutes, then got up 
again and replaced the orange in the 
toe of the stocking and carefully put the 
other gifts on top of it. As soon as | 
reached my cot again I fell asleep with 
the sudden fatigue of children. 

The room was full of light when I 
woke up; not sunlight but the grey 
luminosity of filtered light reflected off 
My parents were sitting up in 
bed and Chester was standing inside the 
door with our breakfast. My father was 
trying to smile under his bandages and 
Chester had a grin so big it showed the 
gap in his front teeth. The moment I 
had been worrying about was finally 
here. 

The first thing I must do was display 
enthusiasm for my parents’ sake. I went 
to my stocking and emptied it on my 
cot while Chester watched me out of 
Last of all the 


snow. 


the corner of his eye. 
orange rolled out. 

“T bet it ain’t real,” Chester said. 

My parents said nothing as he reached 
over and held it up to the light. 

“No,” he said. “It ain’t real,” and 
dropped it on the cot again. Then he 
put his hand into his pocket and with an 
effort managed to extract a medium- 
sized orange. “*‘Look at mine,” he said. 
“Look what it says right here.” 

On the skin of the orange, printed 
daintily with someone’s pen, were the 
words, PRODUCE OF PORTUGAL. 

““So my old man’s been talkin’ to 
Santy Claus, just like Mrs. Urquhart 
said,” 

There was never any further discus- 
sion in our family about whether Santa 


Claus was or was not real. Perhaps 


Mrs. Urquhart was the actual cause of 


my neurosis. I’m not a scientist, so | 


don’t know. # 


Scissors, glue, an hour or so of 


pleasant work and you have a pair of silhouettes worth framing. The 


figures are stamped on black art felt, to be cut out and glued to a 


white pasteboard background. A happy thought for a lonely spot on 


the wall, a very acceptable last-minute Christmas gift. No. 162C. 





TO ORDER: No. 162C; pair, 75 cents. (Frames not included). 
Address Marie Le Cerf, c/o Chatelaine, 481 University Ave., 


Toronto, On out-of-town cheques add 15 cents for bank exchange. 


WHITE EAC! 





may mean appendicitis! The first 
sign of acute appendicitis is usually 
pain in the abdomen accompanied 
by nausea or vomiting. 

The pain may be general at first, 
like a simple stomach-ache, but will 
probably become localized in the 
lower right side. It can be a sharp 
severe pain or a dull ache. 

Appendicitis symptoms sometimes 
vary, so any persistent, puzzling 
‘“stomach-ache” should have prompt 
medical attention. 





—call your physician at once 
when such warnings appear! Today, 
appendicitis is rarely fatal if it is rec- 
ognized and properly treated in time. 
But it may be difficult to diagnose. 

Your doctor may need to take blood 
counts or make other tests. Calling 
him promptly permits him to make 
such tests and to determine the 
proper treatment before serious dam- 
age has occurred. 


Appendicitis today takes only 
about half as many lives as it took 12 
years ago. Many more lives could be 
saved each year if everyone made it 
a point to call a doctor at the first sign 
of an attack. 










Metropolitan Life Insurance Company 
Canadian Head Office, Ottawa. 


Please send me a copy of your booklet 
127-L, “Appendicitis.” 





SOME ‘DOs’ AND “DON'Ts” FOR. 


APPENDICITIS 


Insurance Company 


Frederick H. Ecker, 
CHAIRMAN OF THE BOARD 
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—treat yourself with home 
remedies! If you have an abdominal 
pain and are nauseated, avoid taking 
a laxative or enema. They may cause 
the appendix to rupture. 

A study of appendicitis in one 
Eastern city showed that when ap- 
pendicitis patients took no laxative, 
only 1 in 62 died. Of those who took 
a laxative, 1 in 19 died. 

External pressure can also cause 
a rupture, so you shouldn’t rub or 
massage the site of the pain. And it’s 
wiser not to apply either a hot water 
bottle or an ice bag. 


—try to keep going normally 
if you suspect appendicitis. When 
appendicitis strikes, don’t try to ig- 
nore the pain and keep on with your 
normal activities. Any physical exer- 
tion or exercise may lead to compli- 
cations, so lie down, in bed if 
possible, and stay there. 

The pain may let up but this does 
not mean the attack has passed. It’s 
up to you to keep quiet and relaxed 
until the doctor has had a chance to 
examine you. 


Food and liquid can also be dan- 
gerous, so try to avoid eating or 
drinking anything, except water, 
until your doctor has examined you. 


Metropolitan Life 


(A MUTUAL COMPANY) 


New York 









Leroy A. Lincoln, 
PRESIDENT 


Canadian Head Office: Ottawa 
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Modern CRANE Fixtures 
to please the eye — 
Sturdy CRANE piping 
components to ensure 
trouble-free service 


in the Kitchen too... 


\ HATEVER the layout or the decorative scheme of 

your kitchen, a CRANE sink is the central unit 
that assures labour-saving convenience—plus smart 
appearance. 


Of gleaming porcelain enamelled cast iron, either the 
double drainboard “Sunnydale” (illustrated) or the 
single drainboard “Cottager” provides a work centre 
to delight the modern housewife. They’re easy to clean 
—quick draining—with large basin—and generous- 
sized drainboard surface having no cracks or crevices. 


Of course, for silent, trouble-free, long-lasting ser- 
vice, the out-of-sight portions— all the valves, piping 
and fittings—must be just as dependable. They are, 
too, if they’re CRANE! (This applies to the bathroom 
also—that other family health centre). 


If you’re planning new building or renovating, be 
sure to have the informative CRANE booklet “Plan- 
ning the Bathroom and Kitchen”. It’s full of practical 
ideas you'll want to have in mind when you're consult- 
ing with your Architect or your plumbing and heating 
Contractor. 


CRANE in 


AND ITS SUBSIDIARIES 


CRANE WARDEN KING CANADIAN POTTERIES PORT HOPE SANITARY 
Limited Limited Limited Manufacturing Co. Limited 


Plumbing Fixtures - Heating Equipment 
Valves - Fittings - Piping 


CRANE LIMITED, General Office: 1170 Beaver Hall Square, Montreal, 2, Canada 
Branches in 18 Cities in Canada and Newfoundland 


NATION WIDE REPRESENTATION THROUGH PLUMBING AND HEATING CONTRACTORS EVERYWHERE 
NN RT Ban mn a NAA ESSERE AO NEN AN EERE SOR SREY A SANENIMRSE 2 eA AFI NE AOR ARERR 


Puppeteers 


Continued from page 11 


look back on the most successful season 
of their history in show business, and 
ahead to more work in a greater variety 
of fields than Hal had ever imagined— 
even in the bigger-and-better dream day. 
of his war service. They have several 
puppet shows, complete with score and 
script, the most pretentious of which 
takes six puppeteers working simul- 
taneously to operate. Ten puppeteers 
work in the company Marquette and 
Renné manage two other theatrical 
acts, here and on tour in the United 
States. One is a young dance team to 
which they turned over their own 
routine, and which works under their 
constant direction. The other is a six- 
girl show—“‘the Marquesettes”—doing 
a thoroughly drilled precision dance act. 

But the puppets are their first love. 
And the dozen and one strange activities 
to which they have led. For Hal has 
gone into the animation business with 
the zest and ingenuity of a Walt Disney, 
and no Hollywood magic to help him. 
With a security born of months of labor 
and a never-say-die spirit, Hal maintains 
firmly that there is no object he can 
think of that he could not animate. 
Hardest bet was a vacuum cleaner, one 
of Hal’s many commercial projects for 
the Canadian National Exhibition this 
year. He undertook to move the cleaner 
back and forth a good three feet in public 
view, without any visible power. But he 
hadn’t counted on the nonmagnetizing 
properties of the all-aluminum machine. 
Out of a maze of technical talk about 
built-up magnetic fields, miles of copper 
wire and reversed poles, Hal tells how 
he and an assistant finally made the 
grade—at five a.m. on the morning of 
the Fair’s opening! 

For a satire on Chopin’s “Minute 
Waltz” during Toronto’s Symphony 
Week last year he animated an alarm 
clock for a puppet act in Massey Hall 
and had it jump up and down, wave 
arms, and generally bedevil the orchestra 
in their 60 seconds of play. For a new 
puppet show—a “Night at the Music 
Hall’”’—he has perfected a knife-throwing 
dancer. He and Renné have worked out 
everything from safety campaigns for 
factories—showing the smart and careless 
operators of power machines (with the 
sloppy worker’s head finally being 
clipped off) in shadow puppets—to the 
full setup and routine of a national radio 
show that broadcasts from Hollywood 
—complete with stars, announcer, script, 
recordings, etc., for an advertising 
agency. Hal and Renné produce the 
complete program in puppet form. 
Animated displays in large department 
stores for Christmas, Easter and other 
festivities are almost a workaday project 
now— but the ideas are always fresh and 
exciting, and one of the Marquette 
creations had to be removed from a 
Toronto window when some of the worst 
traffic jams in the history of Yonge 
street resulted ! 

There’s a lot of hard work ahead—for 
every new show, every fresh commercial 
job, every operatic presentation (and 
the Marquettes do a number of these in 
puppet form) are a tax on the young 
partners’ creative ability and ingenuity. 
But the Canadian ex-soldier and his wife 
have built their own private enterprise 
into a good and satisfying life work. 

Yes, this veteran’s postwar plan about 
a trunkful of dolls is paying off. 


Give your silverware the care 
and protection it deserves 
with “Goddard's” Plate Pow- 
der or Silver Polish. It is sur- 
prising the effortless way 
“Goddard's” removes tarnish, 
reflecting new beauty in your 
silverware. Get some today 
and use it with utmost con- 
fidence. blA 


Goddard's 


Plate Powder and Silver Polish 
Famous for over 100 years 


Agents for Canada 
Bone, McKenzie & Roy Ltd., Toronto 


CASH'S Ttitons. 


With 


MERCOLIZED 


WAX CREAM 


The thin outer layer of skin called "the 
scarf skin" has little or no blood nourish- 
ment. It is the oldest of skin layers, and 
without much resistance can become dis- 
colored, drab and weathered. The action 
of Mercolized Wax Cream on this skin 
surface is a DELIGHTFUL SURPRISE. An 
appearance of new skin beauty results—ae 
soft glowing freshness and radiance that 
can be the envy of everyone. Thousands 
of women have used Mercolized Wax 
Cream for years. Thousands of others 
will THRILL at discovering what it may 
do for them. Use only as directed. 
Sold at Cosmetic Counters Everywhere. 
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Street Scene in Europe 


Continued from page 27 


dows, but the number of clothing 
coupons required make them impracti- 
cal from the standpoint of the average 
woman, 

The food is sufficient but variety is 
lacking. The meat ration is three 
ounces per person per week, but there’s 
no shortage of fish. And almost any- 
where in Holland when you ask the 
women about food difficulties, their 
answers end up with the same remark: 
“We can get along, but oh, the poor 
British!” 


BRUSSELS ALONE, of all the great 
continental cities, is gay. The contrast 
is sharp, even at the Netherlands- 
Belgium border. We drove across the 
border at Putte which is a small village 
with the line running right through the 
centre. It’s not an imaginary line but a 
very real one, with barriers and armed 
guards, immigration officials and cus- 
toms examiners. 

There’s a wide disparity in merchan- 
dise and prices. In Holland, bicycle 
shops, for example, sometimes have on« 
or two models on display to be sold at a 
regulated price to holders of a govern- 
ment permit. Less than a hundred feet 
from the border barrier in Belgium, a 
bicycle shop will display as many as 60 
vehicles. The price is slightly higher 
but the market is a free one, for very 
few commodities are rationed in Bel- 
gium. 

Such contrasts became increasingly 
evident as we drove through Belgium. 
There were more and better cars on the 
roads; the shop windows were filled with 
all the things we’d missed in Holland, 
and the people’s clothes were at least as 
good as anything you’d see on Canadian 
city streets. Brussels appears to have 
taken the place of prewar Paris. 

The reason for Belgium’s better 
standard of living can be traced back to 
her possession of the rich Belgian Congo, 
her “firm” currency and her far sounder 
economy than any other European 
country through which the war was 
fought. 

This was eventually illustrated for 
us in an interesting manner. All coun- 
tries, even disorganized Italy, have the 
currency market pegged and you're 
told on entry what exchange you can 
expect. But in Holland, France and 
Italy there’s a very brisk black market 
in American dollars. In Holland the 


dollar is worth two guilders and 67 
cents, but hotels and restaurants make 
no bones about paying five guilders and 
25 cents. Paris also offers double, while 
Italy is completely fantastic. 

The story was completely reversed in 
Brussels. The dollar was supposedly 
worth 44 Belgian francs but our hotel 
was willing to allow us only 35. After 
several other attempts we had to visit 
the bank to get the full exchange. 
Incidentally, the same hotel clerk who 
offered us only 35 francs for our Ameri- 
can money flatly refused to accept 
Canadian dollars at any price. His 
answer was simply, “Oh they’re no 
good !”” 


THE PUSH-CART is a familiar sight 
everywhere in Western Europe. All a 
person needs to set up business is a 
crude structure on a pair of wheels, a 
small stock of anything under the sun, 
and a clear space at the side of the road. 
The commodities vary with the country. 
In Holland it’s mainly fish—particu- 
larly raw herring and smoked eel, gener- 
ally eaten on the spot. In Italy it may 
be oranges or lemons, or at certain 
seasons sliced watermelon complete 
with flies. In Paris and Rome a house- 
wife can do her daily marketing around 
the push-carts, without ever entering a 
shop. And often she can pick up items 
not available otherwise, though she may 
have to pay black market prices. 

The European street scene is full of 
surprises. Rome is dirty, but its women, 
tall and slender and many of them 
blond, are beautiful. The contrasts 
there between great wealth and abject 
poverty are frightening; the poor people 
are just the smallest fraction this side of 
slow starvation. 

Paris is dull, listless and uneasy. 
Ordinary necessities of life are costly. 
A daytime dress which would sell for 
$25 in Toronto costs twice to four 
times that much in the city of boule- 
vards. 

Even in Belgium, the land of plenty 
where housewives can buy bananas, and 
cream to go with them, the price of 
nylon stockings is the equivalent of five 
dollars in Canada. Small pieces of 
native lace cost more in Brussels than 
they do in Montreal. 

And more than anything else we 
found many unhappy people in Europe 

uneasy people who wonder if their 
town, their country, their continent, 
will ever again be a pleasant place to 
live. It’s surprising, the number of them 
who look for an opportunity to move 
to North America. Or is it? 


CHERRY RIPE: It's a 
smart beverage set, com- 
prising tray cloth and 
six small __ serviettes, 
stamped for working on 
finest sheer white Irish 
linen. The gay cross- 
stitch desiqn of red 
cherries and green 
leaves, and the red scal- 
loped edges make pleas- 
ant pick-up work. 


To order: No. I61C; 
seven pieces, price $1.25. 
Cottons for working, 30 
cents. Address Marie Le 
Cerf, c/o Chatelaine, 481 
University Ave., Toronto. 
On out-of-town cheques 
add 15 cents for bank 
exchanqe. 
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~~ USED BY 
\ BEST COOKS 
> EVERYWHERE 


Give supreme satisfaction — give 

SUPREME —the most efficient 

aluminum utensils ever offered the 
homemaker ! 


SUPREME is superbly designed— 

for utmost economy and lasting 

service. Conducts heat evenly, so cooks 
faster at lower cost! 


SUPREME incorporates latest 
scientific developments — is constantly 
tested in our SUPREME Home 
Economics and Research Kitchen to 
ensure highest quality. 


AVAILABLE COAST TO COAST — 
ASK YOUR DEALER 


Look for the SUPREME label before you buy. 
Your choice : SUPREME DeLuxe Heavy Duty 
(base triple-thick) ~— or — 
SUPREME Tested Quality 


“SUPREME IN 
THE KITCHEN” 
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ABOVE PRICES 
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IN CANADA 


METAL STAMPINGS LIMITED TORONTO. CANADA 
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The sensational beauty 
invention that’s making his- 
tory—Sculpture Curler! 
Create your own lovely, in- 
dividual coiffures in half the 
time so easily, it’s like 
magic! Set your hair as you 
comb it, making smooth, 
long-lasting Sculpture pin- 
curls. Designed for your use 
by 2 noted hair stylist 
one curler is all you need— 
yours, with 8-page styling 
booklet for only 59¢ 
At leading notions counters 
orwrite The Harris-Renwick 
Co., Ltd., (P.O. Box 367), 
33 Hutchison Ave., Ottawa, 
Canada. No C.O.D. orders 


CORO—THE BEST KNOWN 
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JEWELLERY 





NAME IN FASHION JEWELLERY 


4 PRESEM 


for a particular person 


OU’VE got a little list—and you've got ‘em on it: those particular 
persons that are hard to shop for. The Woman Who Has Every- 


thing (there are such), the career girl who refuses to be cumbered 


with things she can’t use, the teen-ager who's at that sensitive 
sprouting time when she actually wants to be in a higher age group 
(imagine!), and of course That Man with a lot of carefully coddled 
tastes and prejudices, Most of the year they're your favorite people; 
but, honestly, come December, they’re problems. What to get for 
each? Well, you can trudge through salons of antiques looking for just 
the right carved ivory trinket, or take two or three days to tind that 
needed piece of ski harness, or admit complete defeat with some 
routine hankies. Or you can make the pleasant discovery that all 
people, including the difficult ones, love to receive those very personal 
gifts of toiletries, good-looks aids and little luxury items, which, tn 
their attractive packaging, are just as impressive on dressing-table or 


bathroom shelves as under the tree, Christmas morning. 


Your Hostess. She rates som« 
special thought—whether she’s your 
Christmas hostess, or the friend who 
gave you that wonderful week end last 
summer, or just anybody with a lot of 
home and housekeeping on her mind th« 
year round, She’ll enjoy the practical 
gifts for the house all the more if they’ r 
inte rspersed with surprise packages con- 
taining something new, perhaps frivo- 
lous, for her very own use. 

Perfume, for instance. Wouldn't she 
get a lift with a bottle of delicate new 
scent? Or is she fanatically faithful to 
one particular kind? Either way, you're 
bound to please her with this sort of 
remembrance. Real French flower es- 
sences are back in good supply, all done 
up in pretty crystal flacons, to add a 
touch to any dressing table. A bottle of 
toilet water to go with it, and an 
atomizer to give a fine spray, would 
‘make a rather handsome present. 

A make-up sequence in one of the new 
hades to harmonize with this season’s 
clothes colors might carry considerabk 
appeal. The sequence consists of founda- 
tion base and powder which blend; 
jrouge, lipstick and nail polish all in the 
same shade of red. A woman who's 


low to try out new stuff on her own gets 








special enjoyment out of a gift like this. 
Same goes for complexion aids, such as 
creams for cleansing, lubricating, pore- 
reducing or antiwrinkle treatment; a 
bottle of a really good skin tonic, Ictions 
to contend with drying skin indoors and 
winter temperatures outside. 

Neat little sets of lipstick and nail 
polish are always good bets. Unless she’s 
a person with her mind definitely made 
up, give her a chance to try a new tone. 
Or how about a whole set of different 
shades, ranging from bright pinkish red 
to blue-reds? Fun to use with different 
dresses, day or evening. 

Perhaps she hasn’t much time for 
beauty salons and does her hair at home. 
She'll be grateful for a kit of prepared 
shampoos, tonics, rinses. If you want 
an inexpensive gift for a grey-haired 
friend, how about a fluttery little parcel 
of packaged rinses—half of them steel- 
toned, the rest platinum? Ten to one 
she’s always running out of them. 

Fancy oddments for the bath never 
come amiss. Don’t overlook the sweet- 
smelling soaps, bath salts, body powder, 
colognes, all of which come so attrac- 
tively boxed, satin-cushioned and the 
like that it’s “‘a shame” to put ’em to 
work, But any hostess will be happy 
to keep them on hand against the day 
when important guests arrive. Littl 
bundles of petal soap for guest use are 
another nice idea, 

And don’t forget that special boon for 
sybaritic bathers: the bath mit. It’s 
made of terry cloth, fits over the palm 
of the hand, ts filled with water-soften- 
ing, scented meal, and makes a perfect 
body rub. Inexpensive, too, 

For her own dressing table, or for her 
spick-and-span guest room, would she 
like a smart brush, comb and mirror 
set? Some of the new designs in plastic 
are tempting; or she may prefer the more 
traditional silver or gold sets, with 
matching perfume bottles and powder 
box. You won’t get these with the 
pennies you've saved in the piggy-bank, 
but if it’s to be a group present from the 
whole family this cotld be a sound 


investment, 











| Girl on the Job. Christmas may 
be her time to travel—home to the 
folks, or up to the hills for some winter 
sports. Or perhaps she makes frequent 
al ‘ss trips. In any case you'll win 





Junior Miss. She's still of an age 
to shout over skates or a bike, but she’ll 
have a good bit of feminine glow in her 
eyes when she opens those smaller, 
personal presents. What say to a 
miniature lucite birdcage, or a pint-sized 
hatbox, or an adorable rocking-horse, 
holding bottles of nice-smelling stuff? A 
big powder compact and a new lipstick 
may not help her with algebra, but it'll 
do things for morale. Candy-striped or 
flowery boxes of bath powder and 
cologne will give her a new pride in her 
dressing table. 

Teen-agers love those gift sets con- 
taining fluffy face cream, cake powder 
foundation, skin freshener, cleansing 
grains to chase away blackheads, and 
medicated cream to do a quick job on 
“bumps.” 


He’s sure to 


Man of the House. 
receive a racy range of ties, socks and 
scarves, but you can break the monot- 
ony with some toiletries just made for 
him. He won’t admit it, but there’s a 
lot of manly vanity to be called forth 
with fancy jars and bottles of shaving 





her affection with one of those mar- 
vellous overnight kits. This year the 
cosmetic firms have done some very 
smart styling in these: you'll find 
leather or alligator kits, ranging from 
small sizes for creams and make-up, to 
the super -de-luxe jobs which carry 
enough toiletries to last out a polar 
expedition, There’s room for nightie, 
dressing-gown and slippers—and what 
girl on the go wants anything more? 

If she likes gadgets (and who doesn’t) 
consider those plastic cases with sections 
for cigarettes, powder compact, rouge 
and lipstick, She’ll have everything 
ready to hand, the minute she opens her 
purse. 

Sachet powder bags make a delectable 
little gift. You could make a set of 
satin-covered dress hangers and attach 
the sachet bags. Or just wrap up a 
clutch of three or four, different colors 
but all of the same flavor—to keep her 
lingerie drawer fresh and feminine. 








A good efficient hairbrush may be 
just the thing for her. Does she go 
for hair ornaments—felt flowers, combs 
and gay barrettes? Now’s the time to 
remember. 


soaps, lotions, talcum, cologne and 
deodorant. One line has great sartorial 
elegance; it’s made of porcelain with 
gold-topped stoppers. As to cost, it 
comes rather high, but such an outtit 
lasts a lifetime and refills are not 
expensive. You know how he loves 
things that last. 

There are special jars of bath salts, 
man-sized, man-intended. Nothing sissy 
about the scents, which bear such 
descriptive names as pine, tweed or spicy 
wood smoke. 

Has he been borrowing your nail file 
and scissors lately? A manicure set, 
comprising all the necessary equipment, 
and done up in a little duffel bag, would 
be a happy thought. Good for the 
travelling businessman, and if he’s in 
that category he’!l appreciate a stout 
leather case for the whole miscellany of 
shaving stuff, hairbrushes, etc. 
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Dishes . . . light laundry . . . any house- 
hold task coarsens the delicate beauty of 
hands. Trushay’s unique beforehand 
protection guards against this kind of hand 

damage. Special Trushay ingredients form 
a film over skin tissues .. . hands are shielded even from the effects 
of hot, soapy water. Certainly —use Trushay afterwards, too, like any 
other lotion. Just a few drops of thrifty Trushay smoothed 


on hands after your everyday tasks completes effective 






skin-beautifying care. Use Trushay also to bring 
new softness to neck, elbows, knees... 

as a fragrant all-over body rub, 

a clinging powder base. Begin 


today to use Trushay. 


TRIMHAY 
the Beforehand Lation 


%* Make This Simple Test: Smooth a few drops of Trushay on your hands. Now wash 

them with soap and water...then dry. Now rub your hands together... feel the 

soft, satiny smoothness that remains. Note that Trushay’s fragrance is still there, foo. 
Product of Bristol-Myers—Made in Canada 
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a HAT happens when you hear 
\ a rumba band? Do you love 

the basic rhythm of the jungle 

beat, the low rumble of the 

8 maracas and the clavas and the 


bongos, pounding it out? Do your hips 
and your feet answer the urging of the 


Chart to basic rumba step. Here’s what happens to one 
person’s feet in the most important step. Far left: begin with left 
foot and step directly forward. Then step diagonally forward 
with right. Draw left foot up to right foot, heels together. 
Centre: This is second half of same step. Step straight back with 
right foot, then step to left side with left foot. Bring right foot back 
to left foot. Far right: Chart shows two parts of basic step brought 
together. Left foot forward, then right to right side. Then, left foot 
up to right. Then, right foot back. Left foot to left side. Right foot 
back to left. 


OS? 


Se ee 
‘ 


» 
‘ 


START 


ee cemba sep, 
8 part is same as man’s. 


Dancer,” by Arthur Murray. 


music, do you feel as sunny-lazy as 
a noonday peon in the torrid zone, 
and start to relax like a piece of wet 
string? 

Then—according to the terpsichor- 
ean technicians—you’re ready to learn 
the rumba! You’re all set to step it 
the South Americ y 

Matter of fact, Canadians are taking 
as naturally this winter to the dances 


from south-of-the-South-of-the-Border 
as they did to swing and sway, the 
Charleston and the Big Apple, in their 
day. Only more so. ‘“‘Dancingest 
country | ever saw,” said a big-time 
footwork expert over here from the 
U. S. “And you’ve got a great ad- 
vantage. Along with the natural 
rhythms of your mixed Scottish, Irish, 
English and European backgrounds, 
you like to do things the way they 
were meant to be done—not jazz 
everything up and give it a new twist. 
Besides, the North American Indians 
had the same solid beat in their dances 
as the southern jungle natives.”” Wher- 
ever that leaves us. 











The whole country’s going Latin — and who wouldn’t? 


The music’s exciting, the steps are inviting . . . just the 


thing to make this new party season the gayest ever. 


By Lotta Dempsey 


Dances demonstrated by the Arthur Murray School 


of Dancing, Toronto. 


Gowns by Ricky Formals, 


¥ as «x 


Anyhow, the way teen-agers and 
smart young people everywhere, and 
even the giddy forties at night clubs 
and cabarets feel about it (according 
to the orchestra leaders around the 
country) rumba rhythms are the most 
popular dance music of the day. 

The catch is, too many of us are 
sitting on the sidelines when the “Aye 
Aye Aye” boys give with the buckshot- 
filled gourds and the little drums 
between their knees and the sharp 
wooden click of the clavas. And the 
rumba is one dance, in anybody’s 
country, that you have to learn. 

First off, you’re dressed for it. The 
new ballerina skirt, the ankle-length 
after-darker, and the whispering swirl 
of the net or satin floor-length number, 
are perfect fixings. Natch. Lots of 
room for hip movement, foot man- 
oeuvres and whole-hearted participa- 
tion. You'll probably look prettier 
doing the rumba, when you do it well, 
than anything else you could dream 
up. You can also execute a very neat 
pattern of your own (twosome, of 
course) in a pleasantly confined space, 
so that the crowds can mill about your 
little island of enchantment practically 
out of foot-reach. 

Biggest homework assignment is to 
get the basic step down pat. (The 
one in the diagrams.) Fun to buy a 
rumba record, ask the guy over, and 
slick it up in your own front parlor. 
It was just thinking about you, and 
the night, and the music—and the 
date of your dreams—that started us 
shopping for the best and simplest 
directions to light you on your way to 
being a super rumba-her. 

Wish you could have been along 
when we worked it out with the dance 
directors and the attractive experts on 
these pages. We rounded up Canada’s 
top (and only, we suspect) South 
American band—Los Rumberos, one 
of the most colorful of our recent 
Cuban imports. Our rumba dancers 





did a solo exhibition for an hour or 
more, so we could catch the most 
important steps hot off the ballroom 
floor. And the boys in the band beat 
it out so smoothly that even the 
photographers were swaying as they 
worked. The big picture, top left, gives 
you a good idea of the important hip 
and weight shifts that are the key to 
the basic step. Below are more poses 
of the open break, one of the most 
effective movements in the dance. 

Biggest difference between the 
rumba and any other dance you ever 
did is the “rumba motion.” In waltz- 
ing, fox-trotting and others, you place 
your weight on each step you take. 
To rumba, you take each step without 
placing your weight on that foot, and 
then shift your weight to that foot. 

Learn this, and you’re on your way 
to being a Cuban. But no rumba 
motion, no rumba. Next, you learn 
to sway your hips. (Which is just the 
thing we’ve been told not to do in 
north-of-the-border routines.) Bend- 
ing the knee slightly with each step you 
take does the trick. 

Now—start with your feet together. 
Without moving your body forward, 
take a short step forward with your 
left foot, bending your left knee—and 
as you bend your left knee, be sure 
that your entire weight is on the heel 
of your right foot. Your right foot is 
flat on the floor, and your right knee 
should be straight. 

Now, try it with the other foot. 
Take a short step forward with your 
right foot. The right knee should be 
bent, and the weight should be on the 
heel of the left foot, and the left knee 
straight. When you bend your knee, 
be sure that you do not stoop. 

This will take you an hour or more 
to get (unless you’re Paviova’s grand- 
daughter) but once you have that 
swaying slightly hippy motion, you’re 
away to the races. The Latin races. 
Have fun, 


The big picture shows you 
the way both boy and girl 
get the rumba motion, 
stepping with :kuee bent 
and hip out, without. shift- 
ing weight. This:is throw- 
out position for taking a 
turn. Smaller pictures of 
rumba show: first, the 
open break; seccnd, 
throw-out position; and 
third, the basic step ‘as 
diagrammed) in closed 
position. 





You 





Brazilian danc- 
ing at its gay- 
est, the Samba 
pendulum can 
be done in 
many ways — 
open or closed. 


F COURSE, if you’d rather go 

Brazilian, you can Samba (rhymes 

with Tom-ba). It’s one of those 

gay crazy kind of dances that 

start everyone at a party right off 
having a wonderful time. Besides, it’s 
easier than the rumba. Almost as easy 
as the old two-step. And once you 
get the rhythm—which is quite differ- 
ent from that of the rumba—it’s just 
like riding back and forth on a rocking 
horse—or as though your body were 
on springs. 

Pendulum step—which is the basic 
step of the dance—is illustrated in the 
big picture above. You can do it either 
open (as here) or closed, in your 
partner’s arms. Starting forward with 
the left foot, take a long sweeping step 
forward, and bring the right foot up 
to the left quickly, put the wéight on 
the right, then return the weight to 
the left. Count one and two. This gives 
you a long swing forward and a little 
change-of-weight step. Then, swing 
backward, stepping back with the 
right foot and taking a long sweeping 
step again. Bring the left foot back 
quickly.40 the right, the weight on the 
left, théb shift the weight from left to 
right. Count three and four. That’s it. 

If ydu° want to do a fancy Maxixe 
step, as shown in the smaller picture, 
right, here’s how. Dance the basic 
pendulum step described above, hold- 
ing arms as shown in the picture— 
elbows bent, one hand cupped before 
the face, elbow resting light!y on the 
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Namba? 





Maxixe step. Do it together, 
apart, in a chain, or side by 
side. If you like to impro- 
vise, the Samba is your dish. 


other hand. Position of the arms may 
be shifted at each step. Girl circles 
round the man as he dances in place. 
You can do all sorts of things with 
this step, in the Maxixe position— 
dance it side by side . . . facing... 
or in chain formation. 

When you have the basic Samba 
step, dance it any way your fancy 
leads, or according to how much floor 
space is clear at the moment! You use 
rumba music, of course. 
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Don’t be a Rubbit! 
Scrub a cruste 
messy dishrag. 


Don’t try 
d Pan with - 
Use iii 


Brillo whisks scorchy pans clean! 
The square metal-fiber pad is 
spunky . . fast! And Brillo soap 
contains jeweler’ s polish to shine 
your pots and pans. Leaves em 
mirror-bright. Use Brillo every day! 


GREEN box— 
soap & pods 


Ty box— 
soap pads 


Egg dishes 
taste 


delicious with 
a dash of 


EASE TIRED.EYES 
wv EYE-GENE 


You'll See, Feel The Difference In Seconds! 


Just two drops of safe EYE-GENE in your eyes 
tired or irritated from overwork, wind, glare, late 
hours or over-indulgence—presto!—they will be 
rested, cleared, refreshed! Yes, 
EYE-GENE is gentle and safe. 
Use it every day. At all Drug 
stores in handy eye-dropper 
bottles—25¢, 60¢ and $1.00. 
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| bed. Lillian helped her hang 


“I’m afraid not, 


NY 4 = 
Christmas in Heaven 
Continued from page 19 


Lillian looked up and smiled, though 
the smile didn’t quite reach her eyes. 
“You’re just in time, Dave. You can 
tie some of these things on so they'll 
stay tied.” 

Dave nodded amiably, set Molly on 
her feet, picked up a handful of orna- 
ments from the box and started in to 
work. In no time at all, 
tree was finished. 


Molly 


and stared at it wide-eyed. 


it seemed, the 


hands together 
“T think 
ours must be the most beautiful tree in 
the whole world 


clasped her 


,” she said softly. 
NOW IT Molly to go to 
her stock- 
ing over the chair by the tree, then went 
out to the kitchen, and slid the flat iron, 
which had been warming on the back of 


was time for 


the stove, into a piece of old blanket 
and some newspapers, wrapping it care- 
fully. She lit another lamp and carrying 
it in one hand, the wrapped iron in the 
other, started up the stairs. 

Molly kissed Dave and her mother 
good night, then ran after Lillian, staying 
to her while the flickering light 
back the they 


close 
chased darkness as 
climbed. 

Lillian went ahead into the 
room over the parlor, which they shared 


big bed- 


when Lillian was home, put the lamp on 
then crossed over to the bed 
and slid the tron 
blowing on her fingers as she withdrew 
them. 


Molly 


shivering in the icy air as Lillian pulled 


the dresser, 


between the covers, 


wriggled out of her clothes, 


the flannel nightgown over her head, for | 


the room was heated only by the 


pipe going through it from the room 


below. With a quick bound she was in 
bed, feeling the downy softness of the 
feather tick give under her weight, then 


about her comfortingly as she 
a tight ball. Her feet sought 


the cosy warmth of the tron, 


enfold 
curled in 
the news- 
paper crackling as she touched it. The 
heat nipped at her toes and she with- 
drew her feet quickly. 

Lillian bent over and kissed her on 
the forehead. “Good night dear. Go 
right to sleep, then first thing you know 
it'll be Christmas.” 

Molly “And 
Santa Claus will have been here! Oh, 
Lillian! Aren’t you excited?” 

I illian little 
You ea 


wriggled ecstatically,. 


smile. 
>anta 


smiled her sad 

Molly. 

is only for children.” 
Molly looked at her with pity. To 


feel that way about Christmas! It must 
be awful to be surely 
Mama didn’t feel that way— or Dave? 
to do with the 


Lillian nad been since she 


grown-up, but 
It must be something 
way 
home from the West. 

Lillian tucked the top quilt in firmly, 
picked up the light and started out of 
the room. Molly wanted to ask her to 
leave the light, knew it wasn’t 
permitted. “Good night, Lillian,” she 
murmured, and wistfully watched the 
light going down the hall with the black 
shadows leaping after it until finally 
there was only darkness. 

As the bed warmed, Molly pushed the 
iron farther and farther down until at 


came 


but she 


last she was stretched out full length. 
Her eyes had 
the darkness, and she 


become accustomed to 
could see the 


outlines of the rocker and the walnut 


stove | 


To convey your sweetest 
sentiments and to reflect a gracious charm, 
let you choice of letter Pp aper be worthy 
of you r be t self. Y n always be sure 
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dresser near the window. And as sie 
moved restlessly, she could hear a fait 
rustling sound. It might be the layers of 
heavy brown paper between the feather 
tick and the springs, and yet it could 
something different, just for tonig!t, 
Santa Claus perhaps! Was he down- 
stairs now stufling parcels into her 
stocking, trying to be quiet yet having 
to hurry because he had so many calls 
to make? 

Tentatively she dipped a toe out of 
bed as though testing the temperature, 
then pushed back the covers, and slid 
to the floor, hearing -the sound of rum- 
pling paper at each move she made. 

The floor was cold on her feet, but she 
scarcely noticed it as she tiptoed over 
to the window and looked out hopefully, 
The snow reflected the soft light of the 
moon so that she could see clearly across 
the front lawn to the trees silhouetted 
against the road, But there was no sign 
Still, he might have left it 
on the roof, She listened, wondering if 
she didn’t hear the sound of the rein- 
They’d be smaller and 
lighter than horses’ feet of course. 

t was then she heard the murmur of 
talk from and she recognized 
Lillian’s soft tones, and the deeper voice 


of his sleigh. 


ce er s’ he mOVCS, 


below, 
of her mother. She moved over to the 
stovepipe where a faint glimmer of light 
sceped through, and bent down quictly 
to listen. 

Santa Claus must be there, and 
Mama and Lillian were telling him what 
a good girl she had been. They wouldn't 
say anything about the bread dough she 
had spoiled! 

Lillian was saying, “I can’t help the 
way | feel—he shouldn’t have been so 
pigheaded and stubborn about it.” 

Molly was disappointed. Lillian and 
Mamma were just talking. Santa wasn’t 
there at all! She was about to return to 
bed when she heard her mother protest, 
“But, Lillian. You know it takes two 
to make a quarrel.” 

Molly’s interest quickened. 


“Well, 


I merely suggested that we should 


Quarrel? 
Lillian sighed. it wasn’t my 
fault. 
wait a year so that | could teach school 
and save enough to help establish the 
sort of home | want. Stevé wouldn't 
listen, and said we were crazy to wait, 
and anyway it was the man’s job to 
The next thing I 


knew we were quarrelling, and when I 


provide the home. 


saw how stubborn he was | gave him 
back the ring and told him he'd better 
marry some clinging vine with no brains 
of her own.” 

“Perhaps it’s just as well,” said her 
“You had only known him 
such a short time, though I must say 
that liked to -meet him, 
From letters he sounded like 


mother. 


I would have 

your 
nice boy.” 

“He was,” said Lillian, and her voice 
was so low that Molly had to strain to 
hear. “‘There’ll never be anyone else 
like Steve, and he was always so good- 
I don’t know what suddenly 
But what's 
the use of discussing it any more? It’s 


all over—all over! 


natured, 
made him so unreasonable. 


I’ve resigned from 
my school and I’ll never go back there, 
or see him again.” 

Molly heard the scissors drop to the 
floor, then her mother spoke, 

“Words are so easily misinterpreted, 
especially by those in love. .So many 
young couples quarrel, without reason, 
but some of them have sense enough to 
make up before it’s too late. Why don’t 
you write him, and explain how it was? 
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WITH NEW, SOOTHING 
LYPSYL 


Just apply Lypsyl to your chapped, 
dry lips for quick, soothing relief. 
Lypsyl contains lip softening 

Benzoinated Pomade. Lypsy] is 

ettective, works fast. Only 25¢ 
at all drug counters, 


LYPSYL 


‘ 





; Use Mirror-Flo 
for a quick 

mirror-like surface x 
on linoleum, 
mastic tile and 
varnished floors 











RUST- FREE 
WATER 
OH 


COPPER TUBES » 


‘With an installation of Anaconda 
Copper Water Tubes, even the most 
modest home can be free of the in- 
convenience and expense that rustable 
pipe can cause. 

A copper tube system (assembled 
with solder type fittings ) costs but little 
more than ordinary pipe. It insures 
long life and the elimination of rust- 
caused repair and replacement. Write 
for our free booklet, “Your Enduring 
Home”’. 


AnatdyoA 
ANACONDA AMERICAN BRASS 
LIMITED 


(Since 1922 Headquarters in Canada 
for Copper and Brass) 
Main Office and Plant: 
New Toronto, Ont. 


Montreal Ofice: 
939 Dominion Sq. Bidg. 











If Steve is the man for you, then I’m 
sure he’d understand.” 

“Oh, mother! I couldn’t! I have my 
pride to consider! I’d feel cheap, 
running after a man—even Steve. 
Especially when I told him it was all 
over, definitely.” 

“Pride is a poor substitute for love, 
Lillian. But it’s your own business. I'll 
say no more, You're only 18, You'll 
meet other men.” 

“There'll never be anyone else,” said 
Lillian quietly, and there was silence 
below. 


MOLLY’S TEETH were beginning to 
chatter from the cold. She tiptoed back 
across the room and crept into bed, 
reaching out for the warmth of the iron. 

So that was why Lillian had been so 
sad since she came home! She was in 
love with someone called Steve and they 
had quarrelled! Molly didn’t know 
much about love, but she guessed it 
must be pretty important to make 
Lillian feel that way. Poor Lillian! She 
should be happy because of Christmas, 
but she couldn’t be because of Steve. It 
was all so confusing! 

Molly sat up suddenly, hugging her 
arms about her. Why, she’d forgotten 
about the end of the world! It was 
coming tomorrow! Everyone in the 
whole world would be going to heaven, 
and Lillian would be happy up there. 
Heaven a wonderful place with 
angels and cherubims and streets paved 


was 


with gold. No one was ever sad or lonely 
in heaven. Saint Peter would probably 
be there to meet them with his long 
beard and flowing robes. She hoped he’d 
remember about her giving the biggest 
piece of cake to her cousin Amy, and 
she hadn’t liked Amy at all. Surely 


that could be called a good deed, be- | 


cause she hadn’t wanted to do it, even 
with Mama watching. 

\ star peeped in through the window, 
and Molly winked at it solemnly, 
snuggling back under the covers. Yes, 
tomorrow was going to be a wonderful 
day! Ina few minutes she fell asleep, 


IT WAS still dark when she wakened, 
but she heard Dave moving around 
downstairs, and she knew that it was 
morning—Cbhristmas morning! Lillian, 
beside her, sighed in her sleep and 
twisted restlessly. 

The outer door slammed. Dave had 
gone to the barn and the house was 
suddenly quiet. Molly slid out of bed, 
her heart pounding with excitement, 
and groped her way through the dark- 
ness to the stairs. She found to her 
relief that Dave had left a lamp burning 
in the kitchen. 

Had Santa come, after all? 
Mama had been wrong! It 
frightening thought, and she began to 
run, her bare feet pattering across the 


Perhaps 
was a 


cold tloor, 

At the parlor door she hesitated for an 
instant, almost afraid to go in, but the 
suspense was too unbearable. She eased 
the door open, peeping around the 
corner, her eyes wide and expectant. 

With a sharp cry of happiness she 
dived for the bulging stocking propped 
up in the big armchair, feeling the odd 
shapes with questioning fingers. The 
Christmas tree, barely discernible in the 
dim light, drew her attention from the 
stocking. She peered at it closely, hop- 
ing that Santa had eaten some of the 
cookies and popcorn. 

Oh, and there were packages tucked 
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Sewing Cabinet — 245 
in selected striped 
mahogany or walnut 












NOT ONLY 
AT CHRISTMAS 


but all through the years—pleasure and that feeling of 
gracious living created by “Deauty” in the home. 
Sewing cabinet by GIBBARD—a perfect gift for the 


home is just one of the many GIBBARD occa- 
sional pieces. 


. of NAPANEE 


Makers of Fine Furniture for over 100 years 

















new fashions 


need new ted 


Smart women choose La 
Déesse because they like 
the smooth control plus 
comfort that helps them 
wear the new fashions 
with distinction and 
charm. 



















Lhyelle™ brassiere of fine satin 


gives perfect support. Three cup sizes; 
A, B and C. (Style no. 5000). 


[aDeesse front lace corset has 
extra zipper closing* and inside hooks. 
Made in fine rayon brocade (Style 
6800). Also in sturdy coutil (Style 6801) 
*Pat. Pending 


Makers of fine garments since 1880 






































into the branches of the tree, and under- 
neath—a sleigh! There were more 
packages beside it, but they mustn’t be 
opened until everyone was on hand. 
Still, it wouldn’t do any harm if she 
peeked! She moved closer, then turned 
guiltily as she heard a step behind her. 

It was Lillian, her golden hair hanging 
loosely about her shoulders, her face 
pale above the blue kimono. “Merry 
Christmas, darling,” said Lillian. She 
put her arms about Molly, kissed her, 
and said gently, “It’s too cold here, 
Molly. Bring your stocking out to the 
kitchen, and I'll get the fire started.” 

In a few minutes Molly was curled 
up in a chair by the range, a blanket 
wrapped about her, her fingers trembling 
with anticipation as she probed into the 
stocking, exclaiming as she pulled each 
new treasure forth. ‘“‘Look, Lillian! 
Look! A bracelet! And a rubber ball! 
And a top! Oh, Lillian! Isn’t Christ- 
mas fun?” 

Her sister poked at the dying embers, 
twisted up some newspaper, shoved it 
into the stove, and tossed some kindling 
after it. “It’s fun at your age, Molly. 
Make the most of it.”” Then she smiled. 
* Don’t you pay any attention to me, 
Molly. Christmas is always nice.” 

But Molly knew she was just pre- 
tending. She let the stocking lic in her 
lap for a moment, her eyes on Lillian’s 
face. It must be awful to be in love so 
that you couldn’t enjoy Christmas. 
When she grew up she’d never fall in 
love—never! Then Christmas would 
always be fun. 

She went back to her stocking, hold- 
ing everything up for Lillian to see until 
at last she reached the candies, nuts and 





No. $190. 


No. S189. 


Instructions for 


IN TOYS TOO IT’S THE NEW LOOK 

THERE'S A style trend affecting the animal kingdom! Above, a red 
felt dachshund boasts the long look; is so pleased with those appliquéd 
yellow felt daisies that he carries one in his mouth instead of a bone. 
And below, the curvaceous Mama Lion and her cub are 
done in easy single crochet, their markings embroidered in black. 


These nice cuddlies, the kind a toddler would love, make very 
popular Christmas gifts. Good sellers for bazaars, too. 


making may be obtained 
481 University Ave., Toronto 2. Order No. $190, No. $189; price five cents each. 





the orange that swelled out the toe. She 
sighed with satisfaction. Santa had 
been good to her, and there’d be more 
on the tree. She could hardly wait. 

Her mother came downstairs, and 
Molly told her breathlessly about the 
toys Santa had left. 

Lillian helped Molly dress, and when 
Dave came in they all sat down to 
breakfast. They were almost through 
before Molly remembered the best thing 
of all—the end of the world was coming 
today! A faint doubt crept into her 
mind. Did she really want it to end? 
There was so much she wanted to do 
here on earth—learn to drive the big 
team on the wagon, go to her first 
circus. And it would be nice to grow up 
so that she could do what she wanted— 
always. 

Would she be able to play games in 
heaven? Or would she just have to sit 
around with folded wings, and learn the 
harp? 

“Mama,” she asked. “What's heaven 
like? Could I run around and play 
there, the same as I do here? Would 
there be snow so I could make a snow- 
man, or is it always summer?” 

Her mother looked startled. “‘Good- 
ness gracious, child,” she gasped. “I 
never know what you're going to ask 
next.” She pushed her glasses up on 
her forehead thoughtfully. “I imagine,” 
she said slowly, “that little girls romp 
around much the way they do here. 
Now finish your milk so I can get the 
table cleared, and the dinner started.” 

Molly picked up her glass obediently, 
feeling better. must be a 
pretty nice place, 

# Continued on page 89 
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Ladies’ Set 
$10.00 












For Him - - for Her - - for 
Everyone --a new and 
wider range now at all 
good drug and depart- 
ment stores - priced from 


$1.35 to $10.00. 











Ladies’ Set 
$3.50 












\ “Bond Street” Perfume 
$2.50 to $7.50 
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Men's Set 
$2.35 







English Lavender 
$1.25 to $3.00 
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Let’s Deck the House 


Yes, it is worth the effort to add some 

gala touches in honor of the season! 

And there’s bound to be one nimble- 
fingered member of the 
family who can devise 
fresh variations on tradi- 
tional themes .. . or 
follow these simple sug- 
gestions. 


Instead of a wreath try a Christmas stocking decoration 

for the front door. Easy to make if you cut out red oilcloth, 

a plain or striped, and tack it roughly over a big net stocking. 

The amazing new Pyrex Blue Diamond Gift Set is today’s biggest Fill with sprays of pine and on these hang some Christmas 

value! Contains 48 oz. Casserole with pie plate cover; large tree balls. Got a couple e big flowerpots in the cellar? Haul 

aa : : -m out, use as-is swathe le fi ine branche 
all-purpose Utility Dicke eow 9” Haver Saver Pia Piee- with em out, use as-is or swathe in oilcl rth, fill with pine branches, 
Sacto ‘ M ia ci - dividual decorate with balls or loop strings of lights through. Yuletide 
uted edges; 16 oz. Measuring Cup; six yy 5 oz. individua guests will find a welcome right on the doorstep! 

bakers, plus handy wire rack. Imagine! 12 pieces gift-packed, 


only... 


We 


A bright beautiful Pyrex Percolator 
under the tree will delight any true 
coffee lover, because it makes six of 
the best cups of coffee in the world. 
Non-porous glass can’t absorb odors 
or stains. And the glass handle is 
cool and easy-to-grip. It’s a different 
gift that’s practical, only 


The brilliant Pyrex Color Bowl Set 
is something any woman will cherish. 
They’re 2% times stronger than 
ordinary bowls and you can mix, 
bake, serve and store in every one. 
The set of four gaily-colored bowls, 
from the big 128 oz. size down to 
the 16 oz. size, only.........$ 3.70 


—— 


OTHER GRAND PYREX GIFTS FROM 67c TO $1.95 


Flavor-Saver Pie Plate, 10”. 67¢ 
Pyrex Loaf Pan, small.....  67¢ 
Pyrex Utility Dish, small... 74c 


New square Pyrex Cake 
Ds «2» b.ebennsenes 


Knob-covered Casseroles, 
Double-duty Casse- 

roles, from....... 74&« 
32 oz. Pyrex Measure. $1.10 


Three clear Pyrex Mix- 
ing Bowls Set..... $1.40 


Pyrex Utility Platter....... $1.35 


Homemaker Set (48 oz. 
Double-Duty Casserole, 
6 Individual Bakers)... . $1.95 


TMERES ONLY ONE 


AND (T$ MADE BY 
CORNING GLASS 
WORKS 


A festive overmantel is not too difficult to contrive. The 
arrangement illustrated can be applied to a sheet of mirror, 
using sticky tape; or it can be thumbtacked to a plain wall- 
paper panel of proper proportions. The urn shapes are 
ordinary paper bells cut in half and used upside-down, 
Fine sprays of pine, left au naturel, or sprayed with white 
paint as shown, may be arranged in the urns (gently now!), 
Drape a red cord between them for the finishing touch. 





Dress up the table with 
corner sprigs of greenery and a gay 
centrepiece. For the latter a good- 
sized platter may be used, to hold a mound of Christmas tree 
balls; circle the outside edge with squat church candles—and 
melt a little of their bases first, to make ’em stick. Finish with 
sprigs of pine, scatter with snowy popcorn. 


Do the youngsters bring 
home red - and - green paper 
chains from school? They’d 
love to see them made import- 
ant in the home Christmas 
scheme—this way perhaps, as 
swags from the stair handrail. 
A gay finial for the newel post 
may be fashioned of a papier- 
maché bell, placed upside 
down, filled with white-sprayed 

branches, and caught 
with a big red bow. 
And note: You can 
do a quick paint job 
for such decorative 
schemes by using an 
ordinary fly-spray de- 


Wake them up with a 
special Christmas token! For a 
guest’s bedside table, how 
about a gay little box—*‘not to 
be opened till morning”—con- 
taining nothing more expen- 
sive than a Santa Claus cut- 
out and a frivolous greeting? 
And wouldn’t Junior be en- 
chanted with a miniature tree 
in hisown room! Might even 
be contrived from cuttings off 
the big tree downstairs. Pret- 
tily decorated, it could tempt 
him to go to bed at the proper 
hour for two whole weeks! 


Perhaps you'd rather not put a price- 
tag on beauty. But isn’t it nice to know 
you can give any room in your house a 
beauty treatment that costs only pennies. 

Millions of women already know it 
well. They've seen the magic a fine polishing 
wax can work. That's why every year, for 
sixty years, more and more women have 
bought the red-and-yellow package of 
Johnson’s Paste Wax for their homes. 

Nothing, they have discovered, can con- 
tribute so much beauty at such trifling cost. 
They use Johnson's Paste Wax regularly on 
their floors to impart a rich polish . . .'a 
polish that grows more mellow after every 
application. They wax their furniture to keep 
it gleaming. They wax their windows sills 
to prevent rainspotting. They wax dozens 
of other things like radiator covers, leather 
goods, metal articles, to add a dust-repelling 
luster. 

NO WONDER MORE WOMEN USE JOHNSON’ S 
PASTE WAX TO BEAUTIFY AND PROTECT 
THEIR HOMES THAN ALL OTHER BRANDS OF 
PASTE WAX COMBINED. They know there's 
no finer wax to be had at any price. 


Laughs begin when you 

tune in... Fibber McGee 

and Sion el — Tuesday 
— C.B.C. 
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It cost only pennies to give this room 
a gleaming carpet of wax... 


To make floor polishing child's play, RENT a 
Johnson Polisher. Your wax dealer will rent 
you a Johnson's Electric Floor Polisher 
for a small charge. Many stores also have 
the Johnson Electric Floor Polisher for sale. 


+ Pea as, Liquid Wox, Cream Wox, 


Gle-Coat, Carnu for cars 


New! DRAX* Johnson's new product DRAX gives invisible wax protection to 
clothes and fabrics. DRAX-treated garments have a satin-smooth finish, resist dirt, 
keep fresh longer, are easier to wash and iron. Look for the DRAX tag on garments 
you buy. Ask your laundry and dry cleaner for DRAX service. Coming soon! 
DRAX for household use. Write for information. 


$. C. JOHNSON & SON, BRANTFORD, CANADA 


% Trademark Registered in Canada 
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...for your complete enjoyment 


This new model SPEAKS FOR ITSELF IN NATURAL TONE 
bringing new enjoyment to radio listening and to the reproduction 
of recorded music. Its accent is on natural tone. Pin point tuning 
makes it highly selective on a crowded dial. The fully automatic 
record player gently handles 10 twelve-inch records or 12 
ten-inch records, for which a large storage space is provided. 


The cabinet of this model is modern in line and feeling, yet liberal 


MODEL 7105, SEE IT! HEAR IT! 
AT YOUR NORTHERN ELECTRIC DEALERS 


use has been made of walnut, the traditionally favourite wood. 


———_ Northern Electric 


FEATURING “FORWARD WITH CANADA" 


See your local newspaper for time and station. 
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Continued from page 84 


After breakfast Molly went with 
Dave to the barn while he finished the 
morning chores, and when they re- 
turned to the house the company was 
already starting to arrive. Mama had 
on her best black dress, and Lillian’s 
was an apple green taffeta that rustled 
softly as she walked. 


AOLLY KISSED her aunts and uncles 
dutifully, and grinned shyly at her 
cousins, before Lillian whisked her 
away to change. With Lillian’s help, 
Molly put on her new white dress with 
the big blue sash. She pulled her white 
stockings carefully over her long winter 
underwear, not liking the ungainly 
bulges around her ankles though the 
shining prettiness of her patent leather 
slippers made up for it, she decided. 
Her hair was brushed and combed, then 
tied with a big blue bow to match her 
sash. Molly sighed. She hated hair 
ribbons. But on Christmas you had to 
have everything just so. 

When she and Lillian returned to the 
parlor, it was time to take the presents 
off the tree. Molly helped distribute 
them, laughing and dancing as_ she 
flitted back and forth, and dropping 
to the floor to open her own parcels, her 
hasty fingers fumbling clumsily. 

There was a golden-haired doll from 
Lillian with eyes that really closed, and 
from Mama a doll’s trunk filled with 
dresses and petticoats and underwear. 
The sleigh was from Dave, and then 
there were presents from the aunts and 
uncles, among which were several rib- 
bons. Molly eyed them with a wavering 
smile, and tried to register polite en- 
thusiasm in her thanks. Why were 
peopie always giving her hair bows? 

Lillian and Mama slipped away to 
watch the Christmas dinner, and Molly 
played in the parlor with her cousins 
for a while and listened to the dull 
grown-up talk until the tantalizing odors 
drew her out to the kitchen. Mama 
was busy over the stove, her checks 
flushed from the heat, and through the 
door Molly could sce that the table was 
laid in the dining room with the best 
china. Lillian was putting the chairs 
in their places, and she had a faraway 
look in her eyes, her face pale and 
listless. 

Molly slipped a piece of candy from 
the bowl on the sideboard and popped 
it into her mouth, her tongue savoring 
the sweetness of it. Then her breath 
caught in her throat. Why, it must 
be almost noon. The end of the world! 
She locked at the clock, trying to figure 
out the time. Twenty more minutes, 
that was it! Only 20 more minutes. 

Lillian must have forgotten about the 
end of the world. Mama too, or they 
wouldn’t be so busy getting dinner 
a dinner that wouldn’t be eaten. Molly 
sighed regretfully. The turkey smelled 
so good, and she was hungry. And ther« 
were mince pies, and Christmas cake, 
and pudding with the spicy sauce, candy 
and fruit, and that crumbly stufling 
Mama made. It would be a shame to 
eave it all behind, but dinner wouldn't 

« ready for at least an hour—and there 
\ ere only 20 minutes left! 

Should she remind Mama and Lillian? 
h 4, it would be fun to see the look 
© surprise on their faces when it 


hs pened, 


She could see it all. Trumpets would 
blow from the sky, and everything 
would get bright. There would be tlashes 
all over like fireworks, only better—then 
the angels would come down from 
heaven, hundreds and hundreds of them. 

Molly ran to the window, and looked 
out over the snow-covered fields. She 
mustn’t miss anything. Outside in the 
bare apple trees, chickadees fluttered 
from branch to branch, and the big red 
barn and the outbuildings stood sharply 
against the brilliant blue of the sky. 

Molly stared at the blueness. Heaven 
was up there, miles and miles away, 
trillions of miles!’ And she’d soon be 
there! 

A sleigh turned in at the gate. Who 
would that be, Molly wondered? She 
craned her neck, saw it was a stranger 
in a sleigh from the livery stable in 
town, and went back to staring at the 
sky, breathlessly watching for that first 
sign. She must remember to ask the 
angel that came for her to wait until 
she collected her toys! 

She heard a knock behind her on the 
kitchen door, but did not turn. Lillian 
called to Mama. “I'll go.” And Molly 
heard her feet tapping across the floor 
and the click of the door, then a startled, 


“Oh!” 


MOLLY TURNED then, and stared 
curiously at the tall stranger on the 
doorstep with an armful of parcels. He 
was broad-shouldered and dark-haired, 
and his grey eyes were looking at Lillian 
questioningly. 

“Hello, Lillian,” he said gravely. 
“Aren't you going to ask me in?” 

Lillian’s blue eyes wide and 
unbelieving. Then she stepped back 
a pace, and her cheeks were flooded with 
color, “S-Steve!” she stammered. 

“You invited me for Christmas, re- 
member? You and your mother—and 
I accepted.” 

“B-But that 
Lillian stopped, and made a_ helpless 
vesture, 

Steve shook his head. “I’d hoped 
that the Christmas spirit would soften 
your heart,” he said quietly. “ However 

I'll just leave these parcels and be on 
my way.” 

Mama was crossing the room wiping 
her hands on her apron. She smiled 
placidly at him. “* How do you do, Steve. 
Lillian, 


were 


was before—before—” 


I'm so glad you could come. 
take Steve’s hat and cdat.” 
Steve hesitated, ‘Thanks, but 
**Nonsense” said Mama. ‘You’ve 
come a long way, and I’ve been wanting 
Lillian has told me so 


to mect 
much about you.” 


you. 


Lillian darted an icy glance at her 
mother, then held out her hands for 
Steve’s coat. “Yes, you might as well 
Her voice 
there 


stay, now that you’ re here.” 
was expressionless, but was a 
gleam of anger in her eyes. 

Molly moved away from the window, 
and stared curiously at Steve. So this 
And Lillian was acting as 
if she hated him. 
funny! You never knew what they were 
going to do next. 

Steve saw Molly and smiled at her. 
“You must be Molly,” he said, holding 
out a package. “I’ve heard about you.” 

Molly took his gift solemnly, decided 
she liked him, and suddenly grinned. 
“I’ve heard about you, too. Do you 
want to see my toys?” 

“*Lillian,” said Mama hurriedly, “take 
Steve into the parlor and introduce him. 


was Steve! 
Grownups were so 
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Save work! Save the finish! Save 
your hands! Bon Ami lifts dirt off 
without harmful grit! Leaves no 
dirt-catching scratches! 


*% i, 
ge” 4 2 Why scratch dirt away? Safe, fast Bon Ami— 
: J ty either Powder or Cake—cleans without grit. 


Leaves no dulling scratches to catch dirt and 
make you scrub and scrub. You get through fast—and you get a 
polish as you clean. Bathtubs and kitchen sinks take on a bright 
Bon Ami look that stays bright longer. And remember this— 
because Bon Ami contains no harmful grit or harsh caustics, 
it won't roughen or redden your hands. Try Bon Ami. You'll 
agree, “Cleaning's better this safe, easy way.” 


Bon Ami 
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IMAGINE clEanine THESE 
CANDLESTICKS IN JUST 


2 MINUTES FLAT! 


7 Yhayhe oondlitfel... 


wr amy SO SOFT AND FLUFFY 
& AND SUCH LOVELY 





oe 
It used to take a good 


20 minutes with or- |“ 
dinary silver polish “@fter” plete 


.and, even with a E 
scratchy toothbrush, 
I never could get all the paste 
out of the filigree crevices... 
But now a brisk rub with 
DURA-KLEEN and a wipe 
with a soft cloth gets all my 
silverware gleaming-brilliant 
in a jiffy. And there’s no messy 
powder ... No liquid to spill 
.. No spreading papers around 
Its amazing ...and so 
much better for your precious 
silverware! Just try it!” 


DURA-KLEEN 
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SPECIAL OFFER 
TO ALL CANADIAN GIRLS 


You can have this beautiful big doll and it won't 
cost you a penny! 

Simply secure only THREE one year new or re- 
newal subscriptions for CHATELAINE at only $1.50 
each. You may include one subscription from a 
member of your own home but the other two sub- 
scriptions must be sold to other people in your 
community and they must pay the full subscription 
price 

A BEAUTIFUL DOLL—‘'Babykins'’ will delight the heart of 
any girl. She is so lifelike you would aimost expect her 
to tolk. She is 17 inches tall, eyes that open and close, 
movable arms and legs. 

e your subscriptions, just list 


As soon as you hav 
names and addresses on a plain sheet of paper, 
sign your own name and address and mail with 
your remittance to the address below Your doll 
will be sent to vou by return mail 


Prize Manager, CHATELAINE, Dept. C-12-47 
481 University Avenue, Toronto 2, Canada. 








Give this Good Household Gilt 
This 
















Can. Pat. No. 419383 


DeLuxe Model. . 


brightly colored plastic 
handle . . thin, stainless 
steel blade . . adjust- for Loaf Meats, Vege- 
oe. a as tables, Fancy Rolled 

acked in dis g = Sandwiches and many 
individual Gift Box. i rice, $1.65 other sliced-food ak 


MILLER’S 


ALL-WIDTH 


BREAD SLICER 
The perfect slicer, also, 

























On Sale at Hardware and Department Stores everywhere 


CRAIG MFG. CO. LTD. v-:..c WINNIPEG 








I can manage here—dinner is almost 
ready.” 

Steve followed Lillian into the parlor, 
holding tight to Molly’s hand, Molly 
shaking her parcel and concluding that 
it gurgled like perfume. Lillian was 
unusually polite as she introduced him 
to the aunts and uncles, calling him 
Mister Graham, and refusing to look 
at him. Molly was puzzled, Lillian 
seemed so strange, but she forgot about 
it in the pleasure of showing Steve her 
presents. 

Steve dutifully admired them, al- 
though he kept turning his head to look 
at Lillian who pointedly ignored him. 
Molly dragged him out into the hall 
to show off her sleigh, hoping he would 
suggest a trial run with it in the yard. 
Lillian trailed after them, but pretended 
to be examining the varnished stairposts 
for dust. 

Finally Steve straightened and thx 
look of fun vanished from his face. “*] 
guess it’s no use,” he said, pulling a 
watch from his vest pocket. “It’s after 
12. If I hurry I can catch the one 
o'clock train.” 

Lillian swung to look at him, her face 
pale. But she tilted up her chin and 
said stiffly, “Very well, I'll get your 
coat.” 

Molly gasped. After 12! Then the 
end of the world badn’t come! She felt 
sick with disappointment. She had so 
wanted to see the angels come down 
from heaven, and she began to cry. 

Lillian swooped down and put he: 
arms around Molly. “Honey, what's thc 
matter?” 

““I—I was waiting for the end of the 
world,” sobbed Molly, “and it didn’t 
come!” 

Lillian smoothed her hair with a 
gentle hand. “Darling, you didn’t 
believe that, did you?” 

Molly nodded. 

“Poor child, you must have been so 
frightened.” 

Molly shook her head vigorously. 
“Oh, no! It—it was all going to b« 
so wonderful. I’ve always wanted to 
see an angel. Why couldn’t it be the end 
of the world like the paper said? Then 
everything would be all right, because 
people don’t quarrel in heaven and 
Steve would be there and you’d never be 
sad again and—” 

Lillian clapped a hand over her mouth 
and said, “Hush!” 

Steve asked softly, “Does Lillian 
really feel sad, Molly?” 

Lillian rose swiftly to her feet and 
faced him. “I won’t have you cross- 
questioning the child!” 

Molly realized that she had said the 
wrong thing, and she felt a sudden urge 
to go to Lillian’s defense. She drew 
herself up and said primly, * 
her pride to consider!” She didn’ t know 
just what it meant, but it sounded nice 


Lillian has 


and grownup. 

Lillian whirled on her and snapped, 
“You're a very naughty girl! Go to 
your room.” 

Steve gripped Lillian by the arm and 
turned her to face him. “‘Don’t punish 
the child for trying to help you, Lillian. 
It’s Christmas Day—remember? And 
Lillian—don’t you think I had to swal- 
low my pride to come here?” 

Lillian bit her lip and said nothing, 
so Steve shrugged. ‘All right, I'll leave 
now, and not spoil the party for you.” 

Lillian turned her head away from 


# Continued on page 102 


ARE YOUR CLOTHES ONLY HALF-SAFE? 





DON’T BE 





HALF-SAFE! 


ARE YOU ONLY HALF-SAFE? 










Does YOUR deodorant 
/ really kill odor instantly, 
safely, surely —stop perspi- 
ration? Or are you gam- 
-e| bling with your popularity? 













Some deodorants rot fab- a 
rics, others do not stop the 7 
perspiration which stains 


clothes. Do you risk spoil- 
ing a favorite dress? 








S 














Some deodorants may seri- 
fe ously irritate underarm 
skin. Are you taking 
chances? Is YOUR deodorant 
gentle, antiseptic, sate? 








BE ARRID-SAFE 
Get this 3-way protection 


1. Arrid really protects you from offending. 
Kills perspiration odor instantly, safely, 
surely, and keeps you safe by antiseptic 
action. 








2. Arrid is really safe for clothes—grease- 
less, stainless. Stops perspiration, so pre- 
vents stains and odor on clothes, 






3. Arrid is really safe for your skin. A pure, 
white, stainless vanishing cream. Does not 
irritate. More nurses use Arrid than any 
other deodorant. 







Don't be half-safe. Be Arrid safe. 
Use Arrid—to be sure! 15¢, 39¢, 59¢ 


NO OTHER deodorant 
STOPS PERSPIRATION and ODOR 
so COMPLETELY yet so SAFELY 










WELL, WELL... 
COPPER FLASHINGS ... 





@ Roof and 
chimney flashings of Anaconda Copper 
will impress a lot of people besides 
Santa Claus ... you for instance. Your 
rust troubles will be gone forever and 
your upkeep cost will come déwn. 

more than enough to pay the extra 
initial cost. Write for our free bookles 

“Your Enduring Home”. 


AnaConnA 


Copper a Brows 


ANACONDA AMERIC ‘AN BRASS 
LIMITED 


(Since 1922 Headquarters in Canada 

for Copper and Brass) 

Main Office and Plant: Montreal Off 
New Toronto,Ont. 939 Dominion Sq. 
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by Marie Holmes 
Director, Chatelaine Institute. 


ERRIMENT from start to finish! 
That’s the theme for Christmas 
parties. Keeping it predominant 
is no trick at all if you have a 
few games up your sleeve ready te 
breach those gaps in conversation, bound 
to occur even in a family get-together. 


Finding Partners 

Choosing partners can be as much fun 
as the games that follow. 

The holly wreath, hanging from an 
archway or over a table, becomes the 
centre of attraction for finding partners. 
Run through it lengths of red ribbon 
or strips of crepe paper, the ends 
finished with knots or gay stickers. The 
men pick up ribbon ends at one side, 
the women on the other. When the 
wreath is cut at the bottom, those who 
find themselves holding the two ends 
of the same ribbon are partners. Some 
holly wreaths are wired and therefore 
hard to cut, in which case you might 
substitute a paper w reath or put green 
ribbons through a large red cardboard 
bell. 

Match the Christmas cards. Here’s 
another truly seasonal way to find game 
partners. Cut brightly decorated Christ- 
mas cards (ones you kept from last year, 
if you like) in half, jigsaw style. Put 
one set of halves into a Christmassy box, 
the other set into another box. The men 
draw halves of cards from one box, the 
women from the other. Those whose 
halves of card fit to form a whole are 
partners. 


Round the Table 

While the turkey is being carved or 
during intervals when the dishes are 
removed between courses, conversa- 
tional games can {ill in nicely. 

Going places with Santa Claus. If 
it’s at the Christmas dinner table start 
the game this way: The first player 
might be at the right of the host. He 
starts off with “Santa Claus began his 
rounds last night and his first stop was 
Yellowknife.” The player to the right 
continues: “Then he headed for Edmon- 


ton.” His right-hand neighbor follows 
with, “Santa Claus went on to New 
Westminster” and the fourth names 
Rouyn as Santa’s destination. See the 
point? Each place-name begins with the 
last letter of the one preceding it. To 
make it lively, players should speak up 
quickly. The player who cannot name 
a place by the time the leader counts 
10 is out. And no fair repeating the 
name someone else has used! 

“I packed a Christmas parcel’’is 
a memory test game all the family can 
play. The leader begins by saying: “I 
packed a Christmas parcel for Aunt 
Mary in England and in it I put a fruit 
cake.” Quickly the one to his right 





This sort of parcel-wrapping isn’t a 
chore, it’s a challenge! Two minds with 
but a single thought — but only per- 
mitted one hand apiece to do the job. 


repeats the whole sentence exactly and 
adds another item such as “a can of 
tomato paste” for the parcel. His 
right-hand neighbor in turn must say 
the sentence again including the items 
mentioned and adding another of his 
own. The idea is to remember all the 
articles in order as they were said by 
the previous player. The first player to 
forget an item or place it in the wrong 
order has to drop out. 


Pencil and Paper Games 


After eating too much dinner perhaps 
you would like to sit around the fireplace 








and relax with a quiet pencil an 
game 

Queer ingredients can go into a 
mince pie, you'll discover if you play 
this game: Give out circles of light 
brown paper (to suggest a mince pie), 
having printed or written on each 
MINCE PIE. Get everyone to make 
from the letters in the two words as 
many other words as possible. It will 
soon appear that mincemeat can be 
made up of queer ingredients such as 
pin, piece, mine, men, and so on. The 
player who has the longest list is the 
winner. 

Planes and cakes don’t mix, but 
they add up to plenty of amusement 
for a mixed group. Ask the men to write 
a recipe for Christmas cake (or plum 
pudding) and the women to describe, in 
not over 50 words, “What makes a plane 
go?”’ Allow 15 minutes, then have the 
papers signed and collected. Give the 
best man cook a small cake (or pudding), 
the girl aviator a miniature plane. 


Hilarious Contests 


When it’s time for some active fun 
you will be sure of plenty of laughs 
either as a participant or onlooker of 
these games: 

Handicap parcel wrapping. You'll 
need partners for this contest and it’s 
all the more hilarious with a mixed 
group. Have ready an empty box, a 
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Fun for all ages at 


your Yuletide parties! 


Junior and Grandma may be partners if 
they're holding the same ribbon when 
the wreath is cut. A prelude to games. 


sheet of Christmas wrapping paper and 
a long piece of heavy red cord. Each 
couple in turn, handicapped by having 
one arm around the other, must wrap 
and tie up the parcel with the free hand 
which will be the left hand of one and 
the right hand of the other. A time- 
keeper records the length of time each 
couple takes to wrap the parcel. The 
couple performing in record time wins 
the game—and, possibly, a similar-look- 
ing parcel with a gift inside. 

Keep the Christmas Tree Up is a 
fine game for gatherings where all ages 
from grandma down to six-year-old 
Tommy are represented. Have the 
players seated in a circle. Give each a 
gay-colored soda-straw. A _ small tree 
cut from heavy green tissue paper is 
given to the leader who picks it up on 
the end of his straw by: inhaling. He 
then passes it to the next player by 
exhaling at the moment the No. 2 man 
inhales on bis straw. The idea of the 
game is to keep the tree moving*around 
the circle without being dropped. If 
the tree falls it must be picked up by 
inhaling through the straw. ° 


Filler-in Fun 


After the gifts from the Christmas 
tree have been distributed and opened, 
you can provide entertainment for the 
circle of family or friends this way: 

# Continued on page 99 





Breathe in, breathe out—through your soda straw, but don’t let the 
paper tree fall. With this game, be ready for some sturdy activity. 
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HELLO NEIGHBOURS: December, month of magic! Hustle, 
bustle, a gay red “25” on the calendar . . . holly berries, pine cones, 
mistletoe . . . Carols and Christmas trees . . . twinkling lights and 
exciting packages . . . huge, spiky wreaths on hospitable doors... 
the warmth of home with blessings shared. 

From the test kitchens here at Canada Packers come the wonderful 
sweet caramel smell of cookies, candies and fat plum puddings as 
the dietitians teach me some of the grand gifts that can be made 
right in my own kitchen! I know some young friends far from home 
...a good neighbour . .. and a dear little lady of eighty who will 
all welcome, I am sure, a gaily wrapped gift of “goodies.” 


CONGRATULATIONS: Merry Christmas and $100.00 
cheque to MISS LOTTA ROSE, 
93 George Street, Ottawa, Ontario 


who wins First Prize for the September contest using Maple Leaf 
Banded Wieners. It’s a very tasty, easy-to-make dish and would be 
mighty satisfying for a hungry family dinner, an after-skating party, 
or any informal evening where a tempting hot dish would taste 
mighty good. 


Maple Leaf Wieners Hungarian Style 


6 Maple Leaf Wieners 1 tin condensed tomato soup 
1 medium size onion 14 tin water 
1 teaspoon paprika 
Cut Maple Leaf Wieners into l-inch cubes. Slice onion. Place both in greased 
frying pan and cook until onion is transparent. Mix tomato soup with water 
and add to wieners and onions. Then add paprika and simmer 5 minutes, 
Serve piping hot with mashed potatoes or rice, and any green vegetable. 


THIS MONTH, ANOTHER $100.00 FIRST PRIZE will be 


awarded for the best recipe or way of serving: 
MAPLE LEAF “‘TenpersweeT’’ HAM 


Maple Leaf “TenpersweeT” Ham, as you know, is “good to the 
last bite”. So, you have a choice of telling me about your own 
special glaze or garnish—or else you can write about the uses to 
which you put this thrifty, nourishing meat after it has first been 
served. 


And this is well worth remembering! There are TWO kinds of 
“TENDERSWEET” Ham—the one in the RED and YELLOW 
wrapper is ready-to-eat just as it comes from the store-—or you can 
oven heat and glaze it. The other Maple Leaf “TenpersweeT” 
Ham in the BLUE and YELLOW wrapper is partially cooked— 
requires no boiling—just slip it in the oven to finish. 


CONSOLATION PRIZES—T»o everyone who writes, Canada 
Packers will send a voucher which may be exchanged FREE at 
your grocer’s or butcher’s for one pound of Maple Leaf “’Tenderflake” 
Lard. 

WE DO STIPULATE that all letters become our roperty and 
cannot be returned. Send as many entries as you wish NO LABELS 
WANTED—but we promise only ONE voucher per person. 


CLOSING DATE: To qualify for the December First Prize—as 


well as the free voucher—your letter must be postmarked on or 
before midnight, December 31st, 1947. Winner of the First Prize 
will be announced in my March magazine column. 


ADDRESS YOUR LETTER TO: BRENDA YORK, 
*Good-Things-To-Eat” Reporter, ¢ o Canada Packers Limited, 
2204 St. Clair Avenue, West, Toronto, Canada. 


Have you tried this... 


You May Win $100.00 


CONSOLATION PRIZE FOR EVERYONE 


BRIGHT POSTSCRIPT to a buffet supper are 
tiny mince tartlets. Served with “apples” 
made of softened Maple Leaf Nippy 
Cheese, they're tops. A clove for the stem, 
of course. 

ADDED ATTRACTION: Ever tried stringing 
your Christmas cards on the venetian blind 
slats in the dining room? I have. (Interior 
decorators, please note!) 

NEWS ITEM? May be old stuff to you—but 
sweet marjoram in place of that tried-and- 
true sage gives new life to turkey dressing. 
TIME SAVER: Turkey is all the better for 
being stuffed, trussed and stored awaya day 
ahead of time. 


PARTY PRETTIES are Tomato Boats! Cut 


tomatoes into quarters—remove pulp and 
fill cavity with York Chicken Giblet 
Sandwich Spread. Place on rounds of bread 
spread with same filling. For the masts, use 
prettily-coloured toothpicks and weave 
through a sliver of gherkin pickle to form a 
sail. Spear this through the tomato and 
bread. Pretty to look at—better to eat! 


TOPPING: Make fruit salad dressing with 
equal parts of lemon juice and light corn 
syrup—with mint leaves chopped away to 
nothing. Shake well. An idea. 


FESTIVE STUFF: A dollar’s worth of odds 
and ends of wallpaper will wrap all your 
presents—raid the dime store or the attic 
for novel jew-jaws to tuck into the ribbon 
ties! 


So, once again—don’t forget to write me—and post your letter on 
or before midnight, December 31st, 1947. Meanwhile, to every one 


of you—wherever you may be 


1 wish for you all the good things 


you wish for yourselves. Merry Christmas—Happy New Year! 
Your “Good-Things-To-Eat” Reporter, 


fius 
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to the Kitchen 


by Jane Monteith 


OUR kitchen really deserves a 
Christmas present. It may be a 
big gift, like a psessure saucepan 
or an electric mixer. Or, even more 
suitably this year, the present could be 
one or more of those wonderful gadgets 
that make your work in the most- 
important-room-in-the-house twice as 
easy and much more pleasant. 
Cellulose sponge is a new matcrial 
that appears in several varieties of 
brushlike tools. There’s a squeegee with 


Juice extractors are varied and 
plentiful this Christmas. There are at 
least two versions of the kind that press 
down on the halved fruit for those who 
like their juice with a little of the tangy 
oil from the rind. You'll find the type, 
too, that extracts only the pure juice. 

Slotted spoons, long-handled forks, 
potato mashers and spatulas arc in fairly 
plentiful supply. They have gaily 
painted wooden handles and are well 
constructed—and how they do help in 
the preparation and serving of food, 
whether it’s getting the Christmas vege- 





Handy tools for the housekeeper: ring mold, rubberized dish rack, one- 
cup coffee maker, jar opener, window cleaner, nest of sieves, juicer. 


the sponge on one side and a heavy 
rubber scraper on the other—very efli- 
cient for windows 

A metal wire pot cleaner with a cellu- 
lose sponge backing is perhaps the most 
welcome of all these gadgets. The metal 
does the work while your fingers are 
firmly pressed into the soft sponge 
leaving never a trace of broken nails 
or scratched polish. 

Dish racks covered with a rubber 
coating are back on the market again. 
They’re easier on dishes and glassware 
than the wire variety and cut down on 
the amount of dish drying. Just wash 
the china and glassware, give them a hot 
rinse and set in their rack to dry all by 
themselves. 

A coffee maker that will make one 
cup at a time is the newest wrinkle for 
early-and-late coffee drinkers. Pulver- 
ized coffee is placed in a fluted paper 
filter that lines the bright aluminum 
funnel equipped with a plastic rim that 
fits over your cup; boi‘ling water is 
poured through, and you have a freshly 
brewed cup of coffce in a moment, 





tables on the table or levelling a cake. 

Wire sieves are a necessity in every 
kitchen. They will wear out occasion- 
ally because of the constant use they're 
put to, and you may need replacements. 

Potato peelers with slotted blades 
slung on a swivel appear in two stvles. 
One is designed like an ordinary paring 
knife with a sharp pointed end for 
“eyeing” potatoes; another, with a 
handle (like the one on your suitcase) 
that you can slip your fingers through, 
has a shaip curving blade at one end. 
Pick the type that fits your hand best. 

Large ring molds made of aluminum 
are perfect for cranberry jelly, sponge 
cake, or a noodle ring for Sunday supper. 
You might fill one with your favorite 
jellied salad for the busy friend around 
the block who would doubly appreciate 
such a useful gift. 

Corn poppers make an appropriate 
winter gift. Long frosty nights seem 
to call for the sound of young voices 
mingled with the crackle of popping 
corn and the swish of a laden popper 
over the glowing embers of a fire, @ 
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rom the Kitchen 


_ Instantly 
set for 
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A special confection for Christmastime: candied peel. The bitter- 
sweet tang makes it a favorite—to serve, to eat, or to give! 





by Jacqueline Roy 
O GIFT shows your goodwill more 


IM! than one you've made yourself: 
| and the way of a woman with a 
1] mixing spoon can be responsible for 
some mighty toothsome presents. 
If you knack with 
diflicult cooking technique or possess a 
“special” recipe—that’s your cue. But 
even if you haven't, don’t let that stop 
The welcome sign is always out 


have a some 


you. 
for homemade good things, which you 
can achieve with simple, easy-to-follow 
recipes. 
Candied Grapefruit Peel 
(A Chatelaine 'natitute approved recipe) 
The peel from 2 large 
grapefruit 
1 Teaspoonful of salt 
1 Cupful of granulated sugar 
2 Tablespoonfuls of light corn 
syrup or honey 
34 Cupful of water 
Fine granulated sugar, for 
coating 


Use perfect, thick grapefruit peel. 
Cover peel with water, add the salt and 
bring to a boil. Simmer for 30 minutes, 
then drain. Cool slightly and cut into 
strips of desired size. Cover with water, 
bring to a boil; again simmer for 30 
minutes. Drain, cover with fresh water 
and simmer until tender. Changing the 





water several times removes the bitter 
flavor. When the peel is tender, drain 
thoroughly. 


Combine the sugar, corn 
syrup and the 34 cupful of water. Bring 
to a boil. Stir in a drop or two of red 
or green vegetable coloring, if desired. 
Add the peel and allow to cook slowly 
until the syrup is nearly all absorbed. 
Drain, then spread out on waxed paper 
until the surface syrup is nearly all 
absorbed. (This will require about 24 
hours.) fRoll the peel in fine granulated 
sugar or shake it in a paper bag with 
a little sugar. Spread out on waxed | 
paper for several hours, then store in a 
covered container. 

Now that you’re in the kitchen, why 
not try your hand at another wholesome 
swect: butter fondant. This versatile 
cream forms the basis for so many 
confections. It can be rolled into balls 
and dipped in melted chocolate, flavored 
with coffee, peppermint or maple, or 
rolled in chopped nuts or desiccated 
coconut, while its smooth creaminess 
makes it an ideal stuffing for dates, 
prunes and nut halves. 

Start ahead of time to save suitable 
boxes for packing your candy. The 
individual pieces themselves may be 
wrapped in transparent tissue or silver 
foil. By choosing different kinds of 
butter fondants, stuffed fruits, nuts and 
candied peel, you can have an attractive 
assortment, 


Butter Fondant 
(A Chatelaine Institute approved recipe) 


2 Cupfuls of sugar 
¥4 Teaspoonful of cream of tartar 
2¢ Cupful of milk 


2 Tablespoonfuls of butter 


Put the sugar, cream of tartar and 
milk in a saucepan over gentle heat and 
stir until the sugar is dissolved. Boil 

# Continued on page 103 
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HOT in 30 seconds 


IRONMASTER 


@HEATS QUICKER eSTAYS HOTTER eIRONS FASTER 


Until you’ve used Sunbeam Ironmaster, you've no idea how much 
faster and easier ironing can be. No waiting for it to heat up—it’s 
ready to go in a split minute, and always delivers the correct, steady 
heat for whatever fabric you’re ironing. That’s why you finish 
quicker, feeling fresher with a Sunbeam on the job. 


ONLY SUNBEAM HAS the Thumb-tip Heat Control 


Dial up in the handle, where it is always cool and SAFE 

convenient. Easy-to-see. Easy-to-set. A finger-touch be “éy 
sets it for the correct, safe heat you want. aa wilt 
ONLY SUNBEAM HAS the Quick, Steady Heat made ee 





possible by Double-Automatic Heat Control, an 
exclusive Sunbeam invention. Heats faster—but 
never overheats. Reaches safe Low Heat for 
rayons in 30 seconds, quick High Heat for heavy, 
damp linens in 244 minutes. 


IN ADDITION, IT HAS the air-cooled, wrist-resting 
handle... larger ironing surface ... permanently 
attached cord set... new streamlined beauty. 





steady High 
heat for 
your heavy 
dampened 
linens. 


On sale wherever good electric appliances are sold. 


SUNBEAM CORPORATION (CANADA) LIMITED 
321 Weston Rd. S., Toronto 9. 
Over Half a Century Making Quality Products 


Famous tor (jlinhvam TOASTER, MIXMASTER, COFFEEMASTER, SHAVEMASTER. etc 
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NT LMR Elin SMA estiiatirs 
TRUE:TEMP oven... 
















































which gives uniform cooking results 


Bakes a pan of biscuits in 12 min- 
in any part of the oven. 


utes from a cold start. 


LARGER CAPACITY 
A wo we. 












Set the dial for the temperature you 
wish. No guess work. 


Cooks a complete oven dinner for 
eight . . . or a 23 pound turkey. 


IT’S SO EASY TO COOK YOUR WAY 
AUTOMATICALLY IN A Westinghouse 


There are a great many thrills in owning a new Westinghouse 
Range ... the speed of its modern elements . . . its cleanliness 
and spotless beauty . . . but the biggest thrill is the way all 
your favorite recipes come out with uniform, unvarying 
success. The Westinghouse TRUE-TEMP Oven is designed 
to cook, bake, broil or roast, the way you want, automatically. 
Because TRUE-TEMP gives you fast heat, even heat, uniform 
results, automatically. 
These are four of the 
many reasons for choos- 
ing a Westinghouse. 





PLUS <il these ADVANTAGES 


al Wrap-around, All-steel, Porcelain 
| Me, Enamelled Range 
—— : — = 
Fees] aac = I One-piece Porcelain-enamelled 
Cooking Top 
! _—= = aoe Speed-heating Surface Elements 





} Four 5-Heat Switches 


or 
es One-piece Porcelain-enamelled 
oa Oven 
Smokeless Broiler 
} 5 oa es 
i 1D Maia a ip tntnenlatoeei Automatic Electric Timer (extra) 
area oe 5 y; . * 
7 Westinghouse quality throughout 


Ce ae. ee 


Westinghouse 


sams 


CANADIAN 





WESTINGHOUSE CO. LIMITED + HAMILTON, ONTARIO 


Start and Finish 


by Chatelaine Institute Staff 





A Christmas canape tray—crisp biscuits spread with creamy 
processed cheese and decorated with sliced stuffed olives. 


HE PERFECT dinner, like a suc- 

essful play or a best-seller novel, 

has an interesting opening and a 

dramatic ending! And_ because 

Christmas dinner is the most gala of 
the whole year there’s more reason than 
¢ver to emphasize the first and last 
COurses. 

[he main part of this festive meal 
presents few problems, the dishes adher- 
ing to old-established customs. But the 
starting course Is another matter. A 
hostess is often at a loss to know what to 
choose for an introduction to the “‘tur- 
key and fixins’—one that fits into the 
holiday theme and whets the appetite 
as well. The last course can be a puzzler 
too, if the family’s preferences lean to- 
ward a dessert that’s lighter than the 
time-honored plum pudding or mince 
pie. 

So, to help you achieve that “some- 
thing different from last year” in the 
easiest possible way, we have listed a 
variety of first-course ideas all designed 
to get the dinner off to a good start, and 
followed up with some suggestions for 
the dramatic finale. 


TO BEGIN WITH 

FRUIT 

Half grapefruit on a star-shaped 
colored doily, the centres filled with red 
cherries. Garnish with a holly leaf, 

Fruit cup of sectioned citrus fruit 
and pineapple cubes garnished with thin 
wedges of rosy-skinned apple. 
JUICES 

Pineapple or apple juice combined 
with cranberry juice served in a small 
glass on a green doily. 

Mixed vegetable juices with chop- 
ped parsley sprinkled on top. 
SOUPS 

Canned condensed soup combinations 
are easy and colorful. 

For a clear soup combine consommé, 
French onion or mushroom consommé 
soups with an equal amount of tomato 


juice. 


For a creamy soup, try cream of 
green vegetable or green pea, with 
croutons, or cream of celery soup with 


chopped hard-cooked egg garnish. 
APPETIZER SALADS 

Cranberry Christmas Trees. Pour 
sweetened and spiced jellied cranberry 
juice into cone-shaped paper cups (set 
in tumblers to keep them upright). 
Unmold onto a bed of lettuce and gar- 
nish with softened cream cheese and 


green cherries. Here’s how: 


Cranberry Christmas Trees 
(A Chatelaine Inatitute approved recipe) 
2 Cupfuls of fresh cranberries 

2 Cupfuls of water 
3% Cupful of sugar 
Lg Teaspoonful of cinnamon 


5 Whole cloves 


% Tablespoonful of lemon juice 


“4 

1 Package of plain, unflavored 
gelatine 

144 Cupful of water 


Cook the cranberries in the 2 cupfuls 
of water until the skins pop. Add sugar, 
cinnamon and cloves and simmer for 
five minutes. Add the lemon juice. Strain, 
Soak gelatine in cold water for five 
minutes. Gradually stir in the cranh« rry 
juice. When the liquid is quite cool 
pour it into cone-shaped drinking cups 
which have been set in tumblers to keep 
them upright. When the jellies have set, 
remove the paper and set the cones on 
a plate. They can be decorated with 
lettuce at the base and with soft cream 
cheese piped spirally around the sides. 
Yield: about 16 small cones. 

Bell Salads. Stuff pear halves with 
cheese and place cut side down on a slice 
of orange, grapefruit or pineapple. A 
cherry put at the wide end forms a 
clapper for the bell. 

Poinsettia Salad. Cut small, fresh 
tomatoes into six or eight sections, from 
the top almost to the bottom. Spread 
the sections out to look like poinsettia 
petals. Sprinkle the centres with a little 
sieved hard-cooked egg yolk. 





- 





\CCOMPANIMENTS 

Melba Toast—cut in 
shapes. 

Cheese Straws—made trom a regu- 
lar pastry recipe with a little grated 
nippy cheese worked in. 

Christmas Canapes 
creamy processed cheese and decorated 


Christmas 


spread with 
with sliced stuffed olives. Use “crisp 
biscuits for a base. 
-arsley Pinwheels 
| ups of fresh bread and butter, lavishly 
sprinkled with chopped parsley. 


TO WIND UP WITH 


Lemon Sherbet. By 
mashed, ripe banana to a regular lemon 
sherbet recipe, a subtly different flavor 
is achieved, 


sliced from roll- 


adding a 


Lemon Sherbet 
(A Chatelaine Institute approved recipe) 
1 Teaspoonful of plain, 
unflavored gelatine 
2 Tablespoonfuls of cold water 
2 Cupfuls of milk 
1 Cupful of thin cream 
34 Cupful of sugar 
Pinch of salt 
2 Teaspoonfuls of grated lemon 
rind 
2¢ Cupful of lemon juice 
1 Large banana, mashed 
2 Egg whites 
14 Cupful of sugar 


Soften gelatine in the cold water for 
five minutes, then dissolve over hot 
water. Heat the milk, cream, sugar and 
salt until sugar is dissolved. Stir in 
the melted gelatine, lemon rind, lemon 
juice and banana. Pour into the freezing 
tray of the mechanical refrigerator and 
freeze until the mixture is firm an inch 
from the edge of the tray, having tem- 
perature control at coldest setting. Beat 
the egg whites until they stand up in 
soft rounded peaks, add sugar and beat 
in well, Fold into the sherbet which has 
been beaten smooth with a fork. Freeze 
until firm, stirring once. Yield: Eight 
errvings. 

Yule Log. 
jelly roll. 


Made with a jam-filled 


Frost with sweetened, 

















whipped cream and garnish with a holly 
sprig made of red cherries and green 
peel. 

Peach Snowballs. Press two jam- 
stuffed canned peach halves together 
and coat thickly with meringue. Bake 
in a slow oven till golden brown. 

Jellied Fruits with Brazil Nuts. 
Use fresh grapefruit segments, halved 
Tokay grapes and shaved Brazil nuts, 
Jelly in fruit juices. Garnish with extra 
fruit and nuts. 


Jellied Fruits With 
Brazil Nuts 
(A Chatelaine Institute approved recipe) 
2 Tablespoonfuls of plain, 
untlavored gelatine 
¥% Cupful of cold water 
1 Cupful of sugar 
1 Cupful of boiling water 
1 Cupful of canned pineapple 
juice 
¥ Teaspoonful of salt 
2 Cupfuls of drained grapefruit 
sections 
1 Cupful of halved, seeded 
Tokay grapes 
¥g Cupful of sliced Brazil nuts 


Soften the gelatine in the cold water 


for live minutes. Dissolve the sugar 
in the boiling water, then add the 


gelatine and stir until it is dissolved. 
Add the pineapple juice and salt. Allow 
to set partially, then fold in the fruits 
and nuts. Pour into a moistened ring 
mold or individual star-shaped molds. 
When set, turn out onto a serving plate 
with 


and garnish whipped cream, 
sprinkled with shaved Brazil nuts. 
Yield: 10 to 12 servings. 

SERVE WITH— 

Hard Sauce, to which is added 


sliced red and green cherries and a lacing 
of brandy. Chill and slice. Adds color 
and interest to the hot Christmas pud- 
ding. 

Whipped Cream, tinted a delicate 
green; for topping fruit jellies or sponge 
cake, 

Shortbreads, Christmas cake fin- 
gers, to go with jellied fruits or sherbets. 





Instead of pie or pudding, how about a light cool dessert such as 
lemon sherbet, garnished with green grapes and mint leaves? 
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ConstantCold 


IS IMPORTANT 


“Constant cold” means safe, depend- 
able, economical food storage . . . and 
“constant cold” is what Westinghouse 
eae: TRUE-TEMP 
is the only cold control that allows you 
to select the actual degree of tempera- 
ture you wish ... the only control that 
automatically maintains constant tem- 
perature in the food compartment, re- 
gardless of outside temperature changes, 


TRUE-TEMP is one of the many 
extra advantages you get only in 4A 
a Westinghouse. e 
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Added Features 


Sanalloy Super-Froster 


Covered Meat Keeper 
Glass-Topped Humidrawer 
Convenient Stor-Dor 
Turret-top All Steel Cabinet 
Fibreglass Insulation 
Economiser Sealed-in Unit 
Built-in Watchman 

Lifetime Hardware 


Oi, V Pits EZ 


Westinghouse 


Simms 


CANADIAN 


WESTINGHOUSE CO. LIMITED 





° HAMILTON, ONTARIO 
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Meals of the Month 


DECEMBER 


BREAKFAST 


Orange Juice 
Cereal 
Toast Jam 
Coffee Tea 


Grapefrutt Secuion 
Cereal 
Toast Honey 
Cotlee Tea 


Prune Juice 
Cereal 
Poached Eggs Toast 


Cotle« Tea 


Orange Juice 
Cereal 
Toast Marmalade 
Collec Tea 


Stewed Apricots 
Cereal 


Scones jam 


Cofiee Cocoa 


Tomato Juice 
Cereal 
Toasted Ra:sin Bread 
Jelly 
Coffee Tea 


Orange Slices 


Nholewheat Griddle Cakes 


Syrup 


Coffee Tea 


Vegetable Juice 


Cereal 
Toast Conserve 
Coflee Tea 





Stewed Prunes 


Cerea 
Bran Muthins 
Honey 
Coffee Tea 
Tomato Juice 
Cereal 
French Toa Syvru 
Colle ica 


Juice 





Coffee Tea 


Orang 
Cereal 
Toast Jelly 
e Coffec Tea 


Half Grapefruit 
Cereal 
Baco Toa 
Cotte lea 


Sheed Banana 


Cereal 


Soft-cooked Egg Toast 


Coflee Tea 


Orange Juice 


Cereal 


Toast Conserve 


Coffee Tea 





Grapefruit Juice 
Cereal 
Toast Marmalade 
Coflec Cocoa 


—— 


Tomato Juice 


Grape Juice 


Marn alade 


LUNCHEON or SUPPER 


Creamed Sliced Wieners 
on Toast 
Coleslaw 

Applesauce Doughnuts 
Pea Cocca 


Cream of Potato Soup 
Cheese Toast Pickles 
Waldorf Salad 
Tea Cocoa 


Creamy Macarom 
Lettuce Wedges 
French Dressing 

Fruit Cup 
Gingerbread (leftover 
Tea Cocoa 


Cold Sliced Meat Loaf 
Cabbage and Cottage Cheese 
Salad 
Butterscotch Pudding 
Tea Cocoa 


Casserole of Curried Eggs 
and Vegetables 
Tossed Salad 
Broiled Grapetruit 
Tea Cocoa 


jaked Beans Ketchup 
Shredded Lettuce 
Russ‘an Dressing 
Apricot Whip Nut Bars 
Tea Cocoa 


Creamed Sweetbreads, or 
Cimpped Beef, on Toast 
Jellied Cranberry Mold 

on Lettuce 
Ice Cream Chocolate Sauce 
Tea Cocoa 


Cream of Tomato Soup 
Chopped Egg Sandwich 
Celery Curl 


arrot Sticks 


Pea Cocoa 


Lima Bean Casserok 
sacon Curl 
Lettuce Salad 
Canned Cherries Cookie 
Tea Cocoa 


Scrambled Eggs with Omon 


and Green Pepper 
Brown Toast 
Sliced Oranges 
Wafers 
Tea Cocoa 


Creamed Salmon on Toast 
Gherkins Celery 
Sliced Bananas 
Gingersnaps 
lea Cocoa 


Spanish Omelet 
Lettuce Wedges 
French Dressing 

Sheed Oranges 
Tea Cocoa 





Welsh Rarebit 
Shredded Vegetable Salad 
Diced Fruit Cup 
lea Cocoa 


Cream of Celery Soup 
Sardines in Tomato Jelly 
on Lettuce 
Potato Chip Celery Heart 
Hot Mince Tarts 
lea Cocoa 
Chili Con Carne 
Shredded Lettuce and Celery 

Salad 5 
Citrus Fruit Cup 
Tea Cocoa 


Pancakes 
Maple Syrup 
Head Lettuce 

French Dressing 
Cherry Jelly Whip 
Tea Cocoa 


Toasted Mushroom Soup 
Sandwiches 
Baked Stuffed Potatoes 
Waldorf Salad 
Sweet Rolls 
Tea Cocoa 
Wieners Mustard 

Pan-fried Potatoes 
Coleslaw 
Applesauce Pretzels 
Tea Cocoa 


Gingerbread 





Tapioca Pudding 





Jellied Fruits 


Breaded Veal Cutlets 
Parsley Potatoes 
Scall sped Tomatoes 
Baked Choculate Custard 
Coltee Tea 
Creole Omelet 
Mashed -Potatoes 
Harvard Beets 
Lemon Sauce 
Collee Tea 
Baked Meat Loaf 
Scalloped Potatoes 
Broccoli 
Cranberry Tarts, 
Coffee Tea 





Tomato Bourllon 
Fried Liver in Milk Gravy 
Riced Potatoes 
Buttered Onions 
Baked Apples 
Coffee Tea 
Fresh Fish Fillets 
Tartare Sauce 
Creamed Potatoes 
Green Peas 
Lemon Meringue Pie 
Coffee Tea 


Cream of Carrot Soup 
Lamb Stew with V egetables 
Potato Dumplings 
Oatmeal Apple Crisp 
Coffee Tea 
: aaa 
Swiss Steak 
Mashed Potatoes 
String Beans 
Pear Upside-Down Cake 
Colfee Tea 


Broiled Pork Chops 
Applesauce 
Parsley Potatoes 
Brussels Sprouts 

Pumpkin Tarts 
Cotte« Tea 
Finnan Haddie with Creole 
Sauce 
Scalloped Potatoes 
Green Peas 
Marmalade Bread Pudding 
Cotte Tea 
Minced Beef Patties 
Mashed Potatoes 
String Beans 
Vanilla Blancmange 
Cherry Sauce 
Coffee Tea 
Country Sausage 
Baked Stuffed Potatoes 
Corn 


Cotte Tea 


Noodle Ring with Cre amed 
Peas and Carrot 
Riced Potatoes 

Steamed Fruit Pudding 
Caramel Sauce 

Coffec Tea 


Oven-cooked Round Steak 
and Omons 
Baked Potatoes Beets 
Vanilla Ice Cream 
Maple Syrup 
Coffee Tea 


Mint Sauce 
Browned Potatoes 
Creamed Asparagu 
Chocolate Soull'é 
Cottet Tea 


Tomato C onsommeé 
Curried Lamb 


Lyonnatse Potatoes Corn 


Spice Cupcakes 
Brown Sugar Sauce 
Cotter lea 


Mock Duck 
Mashed Potatoes 
Creamed Omons 

Caramel Cup C ustard 
Coltet ea 


Savory Spaghetur and 
Tomatoes 
Grated Cheese 
Garden Salad Bowl 
Floating Island 
Cottee Tea 


—_—_—$—$— 


Irish Stew 
Dumplings 
Braised Celery 
Coconut Cream Pie 
Collec Tea 





Cereal 
Toast Jam 
Cofice Tea 
————_—_—_ 


Apple Juice 
Cereal 


Cofice 


FRI 
g French Toast Honey 
Tea 





Creamy Eggs 
Letiuce Salad 





Bran Muffins 


Diced Fruits in Custard Sauce 


lea Cocoa 








Steamed Fish Loaf 
Creole Sauce 
Parsley Potatoes 


Lemon Bread Pudding 
Cotter Tea 








MON | 


*) ° | Toast Jam 
a Coffee Tea 


Whipped Cream 


WED | 





Rosy Applesauce 


Wash and quarter rosy apples, then put the fruit in a saucepan 
with just enough water to keep it from sticking to the bottom. 
Cover and cook slowly until the apples are tender, stirring 
occasionally. Press the apples through a coarse sieve, using ¢ 
wooden spoon, then add sugar to taste. A little cinnamon or 
nutmeg sprinkled over the top adds an interesting spicy flavor. 
When served with crunchy, salted pretzels, it makes a grand 


winter dessert. 


BREAKFAST 


Half Grapefruit 
Cereal 


- 
) | Toast Jelly 
cmt Coffee Tea 





Orange Juice 
Wattles Syrup 


) | Bacon 
jai | Coffee Tea 
| 


——_————————— 


Stewed Apricots 
Cereal 


Grapefruit Segments 
Cereal 
Teast Marmalade 
Cotliee Tea 


LUNCHEON or SUPPER 


Cream of Potato and Onion 
Soup 
Grated Raw Vegetable Salad 
Canned Berries Cookies 
Tea Cocoa 


Carrot Sticks 
Brown Rolls 
Peppermint Ice Cream 
Cookies 


s Tea Cocoa 


Hot Roast Beef Sandwich 
with Gravy 

Raw Beet and Celery Salad 

Chocolate Rennet Custard 

Tea Cocoa 


Cream of Tomato Soup 
Hot Potato Salad 
Bran Muttins Honey 
Tea Cocoa 





Orange Slices 
Cereal 





~~ Shoulder Roast of Lamb 


FRI | 


26 





Buttered Carrots 


WED 


Broccoli 


Toast Jelly 
Coffee Tea 


—$—$—$—$—$_—$—$—— 


(Christmas Day) 
Half Grapefruit 
Cereal 


Toast Marmalade 


Coffee Tea 


——————— 


Vegetable Juice 
Cereal 


Toast Jam 


Coffee Cocoa 





Orange Juice 
Cereal 
Soft-cooked Eggs 





Chilled Grape Juice 
Cereal 
Grilled Small Sausages 


i 
JO) cme Si 
Coffee Tea 


Cereal with Sliced 
Bananas 


Marmalade 


Toast 
Coffee Tea 


TT 


Orange Juice 


Cereal 
Toast Jelly 
Coffee Tea 


nn 


Apple Juice 


Cereal 
Bacon Toast 
Coffee Tea 











Cheese Soufllé 
Dill Pickles 


Shredded Lettuce with Dressing 


Spiced Pear Tarts 
Tea Cocoa 


Mixed Fruit Salad 
Hot Crescent Rolls 
White Cake with Butter Icing 
Tea Cocoa 








Creamed Asparagus 
on Toast Fingers 


Pickled Onions Celery 
Applesauce Shortbread 
Tea Cocoa 





Pepperpot Soup 
Creamed Fish (leftover) 
Fruit Salad 
Cookies 
Tea Cocoa 


Toasted Sardine Sandwiches 
Tossed Salad 
Canned Plums 
Christmas Cake 
Tea Cocoa 


Chopped Egg and Onion Salad 
Carrot Strips Potato Chips 
Half Grapefruit Cup Cakes 
Tea Cocoa 


Tomato French Toast 
Cheese Sauce 
Cabbage and Carrot Salad 
Jellied Prunes Cream 
Tea Cocoa 


cence ae a aCe CA IE 
Baked Stuffed Onions 
Tomato Sauce 
Green Peas 
Pear and Jelly Salad 
Cookies 
Tea Cocoa 












ME GE TREES oT AT EN AAT TT 


DINNER 


Grilled Sausages 
Creamed Potatoes Spinach 
Almond Blancmange 
Collce Tea 


Scotch Broth 
Roast Beef 


| Browned Potatoes Parsnips 
Cranberry Shortcake 


Collec Tea 
Tomato Juice 
Baked Spareribs 
Creamed Potatoes Spinach 
Peach Crisp 
Coffee Tea 
Macaroni and Cheese 
Casserolk 
Peas and Onion Rings 
Coleslaw 
Apricot Sponge 
Cof*ee Tez 
Grilled Wieners 
Chili Sauce 
Scalloped Potatoes 
Mashed Turmips 
Cup Custard 
Coffee Tea 
Tomato Bouillon 








| Turkey Cranberry Sauce 
| Mashed Potatoes Beans 

| Glazed Parsnips 

| Carrot Pudding Hard Sauce 


| Coffee Tea 





Scalloped Haddock 


Baked Potatoes Peas 
Peach Trifle 
Coffee Tea 


Cold Sliced Turkey 
Cranberry Jelly 
Pan-fried Potatoes 
Cauliflower in Cheese Sauce 
Coffee Spanish Cream 
Coffee Tea 
Roast Rolled Shoulder of Veal 
Parsley Potatoes 
Creamed Carrots 
Apple Batter Pudding 
Butterscotch Sauce 
Coffee Tea 
Chicken Broth 
Cold Roast Veal 
Hashcd Browned Potatoes 
Corn 
Orange Cornstarch Pudding 
Cotlee Tea 


Cream of Asparagus Soup 
Baked Stuffed Potato 
Squash Scalloped Tomatoe: 

| Deep Apple Pie 
\ Cotter Tea 


Grilled Lamb Chops 
Mint Jell 
Creamed Potatoes Green Bean 
Tossed Salad 
Lemon Soufflé 
Coffee Tea 





eee eS EEE 
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CANADIAN GENERAL ELECTRIC SSureo 


Head Office: Toronto — Sales Offices from Coast to Coast 
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you decide on the new laundry 
equipment for your home ,.. get 
all the facts. Learn what you can 
and what you can’t do with the 
type of washer you buy. 


Can | do ALL my week’s 
laundry at once? 


Or will my hot-water supply run 
out after one tubful? Can I do my 
white and colored things sepa- 
rately . . . the way I’ve been used 
to? Will I have laundry hanging 
around all week? 


Will my laundry be 


really clean? 

Will my clothes be really washed 
... thoroughly and safely as I’d do 
them by hand .. . not subjected to 
harmful chemicals or detergents? 


Can | wash, rinse and dry 
ALL my laundry? 


Will my lingerie, fine linens and 
dainty things be safe? Can I wash 
and dry bulky articles like blan- 
kets and comforters? 


How much hot water and 
soap will | require? 


Will my present hot-water supply 
be sufficient? Will I need special 
detergents, water-softeners, etc.? 


How much will it cost? 

What will it cost to buy? Will any 
permanent installation be neces- 
sary? Do I have to change my 
plumbing or hot water supply? 


THE EASY WASHING MACHINE CO. LIMITED 
TORONTO 10) CANADA 






















For the Small Family 


ow to Cook 
a Hall Turke 


by Marie Holmes, Director, Chatelaine Institute 


HERE’S an old saying, “Half a loaf is better than none,” 

and when it comes to Christmas dinner that same theory 

might be applied to His Majesty the Turkey. In fact, a 

half turkey (cooked to perfection, of course) is even better 
than a whole one for the small family. 

From an economy angle, a half turkey carefully chosen is 
worthy of note. There’s more meat in half a large turkey than 
there is in a whole turkey of the same weight. Halved lengthwis« 
it gives you a wonderful selection of white and dark meat; and 
your choice of wing, thigh, breast or leg. The half bird looks 
very delectable and attractive on the platter as you can see from 
the photograph below. So if it’s a case of a half turkey for you, 
overlook the drumstick and wing that are missing. (They went 
to the purchaser of the other half!) You'll make up for them in 
the extra quantity of white and dark meat you can slice off the 


side that’s yours. 





Here’s the step-by-step method 

Preparation. Rub cavity (cut side) with salt (14 teaspoonful 
per pound of bird). Skewer loose skin to breast meat. Tie leg 
just above the knuckle joint securely to tail. 

Ready for Oven. Place turkey, cut side down, on a rack in 
a shallow pan. Brush bird with melted fat and cover with fat- 
moistened cheesecloth. Roast in preheated oven set at 300 deg. F. 
Allow about 30 minutes per pound. 

Dressing. Allow scant 34 cupful of dressing per pound of 
bird purchased. Mound dressing on a well-greased double 
thickness of waxed paper to approximately the shape of the 
half-turkey’s cavity. 

Dressing Meets Turkey. When the bird is about half done 
(114 to 2 hours) remove from oven and place paper with dressing 
on rack. Replace half turkey over the dressing and continue 
roasting until done. Bake extra dressing in another pan during 
last hour of roasting, basting with juices from turkey pan. 

Is it Done? Spoon fat from bottom of pan to remoisten cloth 
if necessary during roasting. Press the fleshy part of drumstick 
with your fingers, protected by a cloth or paper. If the turkey 
is done, the meat feels soft. Remove cloth if more browning is 
desired toward end of roasting, 

To Serve. Pile dressing in mound on hot platter. Place half 
turkey cut side down over dressing. Garnish edge of platter 
with cranberry jelly cut-outs and parsley. If you prefer, serve 
dressing in a separate dish. # 





are the facts about the new EASY 
Spindry ... the complete, practical 
home laundry. Check them against 
the questions on the opposite 
column ... and learn why thou- 
sands of wise buyers say “My 
new washer will be an EASY.” 


ALL your laundry in 
one hour a week 


Two or three tubfuls if you wish 
. . . because EASY doesn’t waste 
your hot water or soap. No “‘dribs 
and drabs” of washing every day. 


Safe, Sure Vacuum-Cup 
Washing Action 


gets clothes really clean. Works 
up billows of lively, aerated, 
cleansing suds from ordinary 
soaps, No special chemicals or 
detergents needed, 


Washes, rinses and dries 
EVERYTHING! 


From laces and lingerie to blankets 
and comforters. EASY launders 
everything ... and everything is 
safe in an EASY. 


Saves hot water and soap 
Uses less per week's washing. 
Pumps suds back from dryer to 
washing tub ready to use again... 
doesn’t flush them down the drain 
till you’re finished with them. 


For true economy 


EASY Spindry costs less than other 
types of home laundry equipment. 
Clothes last longer. Hot water and 
soap go further. No special instal- 
lation is needed. 


SEE YOUR 
EASY DEALER 
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SEND 
Looney. s 


a7 SEED AND 


NURSERY BOOK 


TO GROW THE BEST PLANT THE BEST 


Send today for your free copy of our 1948 
Seed and Nursery Book. Bigger than ever. 
Describes countless varieties of the newest 
and best Vegetable, Flower and Houseplant 
Seeds; Plants, Shrubs, Fruits, Bulbs etc. 
Don’t fail to learn about the majestic new 
race of Giant Flowering Gladiolus, a_col- 
chicine development; and the new Cuth- 
bertson Heat and Drought Resistant Sweet 
Peas. Early planning is the secret of garden- 


success. Send today. 
‘bose who ordered from +s in 1947 
will receive copy without request.) 


bs fart. p Dal iia 
DOMINION S&S 
GEORGETOW 


For Xmas fun the year ‘round 


Not just for Christmas—but a 
sturdy working model that boys 
will love the ‘year round’. Ask 
for Mirnitoys at any toy coun- 
ter. Made by Otaco Limited, 
Orillia, Ontario 


MINNITOYS—BUILT STRONGER 
TO LAST LONGER 








The finest 
RUBBER 
HEELS & 

SOLES 


Ber a 





REGO 


IN GARMENTS and BY THE YARD 
FROM COAST TO COAST 
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Holiday Entertaining 
Continued from page 25 


the kitchen, away from your guests. 

Cocoa “in a flash” is possible if you 
have a jar of chocolate syrup made up 
ahead of time. Make the syrup this 
way: Mix % cupful of cocoa with 34 
cupful of granulated sugar. Add 3% 
cupful of boiling water slowly, stirring 
constantly. Boil together for one 
minute. Pour into jar, cover and stor 
in refrigerator. At serving time add 1 to 
2 tablespoonfuls of the cocoa syrup to 
each cupful of hot milk. Pour at once 
into cups or into a heated cocoa pot. 

If there’s no time to perk, drip or 
filter a pot of coffee, or your company is 
just one guest or maybe two, spoon a bit 
of instant coffee into the required 
number of cups, add boiling water and 
your coffee is made. You will find more 
detailed directions on the jar label. A 
jar of this coffee comes in handy any 
day, but proves its worth when you are 
entertaining impromptu style. 

We've left the eggnogg till the last, 
but it’s not by any means the least 
if you are traditionally minded about 
Christmas Eve or New Year’s. It’s as 
old-fashioned as a crinoline, but you 
can be sure of praise from the moderns if 
you ladle it out, all foamy, from a punch 
bowl and serve with it the fruit cake you 
made from grandmother’s recipe. Just 
in case you can’t lay your hands on the 
eggnog recipe you’ve used for years, here 
is a favorite from our Institute kitchen! 

A delicious eggnog. Separate 6 eggs. 
Beat yolks with 44 cupful of sugar and 
4% teaspoonful of salt until very light. 
Add 1 quart whole milk, blending in 
well. Beat egg whites until glossy and 
stiff, but not dry. Beat in 3 tablespoon- 
fuls of sugar. Fold into first mixture. 
Serve very cold with grated nutmeg on 
each cupful. This is sufficient for 8 to 10 
servings. If desired, add 1 cupful of 
cream or % cupful of heavy cream 
whipped. Other flavorings such as 
sherry, etc., may also be added. 

With these suggestions for happier, 
easier entertaining we at the Institute 
say a Merrier Christmas and a Brighter 
New Year to you at your house! # 


Never a Dull Moment 


Continued from page 91 


How many of the gifts can you 
remember? Ask this question, allow 
a few minutes for quick observation, then 
cover all the gifts with a sheet. Pass 
pencils and paper, set a time limit for 
listing the gifts under the sheet. The 
prize goes to the one who has the longest 
list of correctly named articles. 

Holiday gossip whispered around the 
room is amusing, particularly if it’s a 
large gathering. One player whispers 
to the next a brief message, probably 
bringing in personalities present. (It’s 
a good idea to have the original message 
written on a piece of paper.) The second 
player whispers what he has heard to 
the third, and so on around the room. 
The final player tells the group the 
message as it was whispered to him. 
Then the original is read. The changes 
are often unbelievable. The game is 
surer of success if the original message is 


one that can be easily garbled, such as, 
“John told me that Susan shuddered 
when he murmured something about a 
hunting expedition in South Africa!” & 













Quality desserts, pie fillings, 
gravies and sauces call for 
quality ingredients—most 
important of which is 
Canada Corn Starch, a 
product of outstanding 
quality. Dependable— its 
popularity with Canadian 


housewives over the years is 
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the best recommendation as to its outstanding quality. 


Also Manufacturers of Crown Brand Corn Syrup 


THE CANADA STARCH CO. LIMITED 


Montreal 


KONERAY 


Registered 


PLEATED SKIRTS 





Toronto 








Trade Enquiries: please cable ‘ Gor-ray’ Wesdo London ; 
Sole Manufacturers: Gor-ray Ltd 107 New Bond Street London WI England 
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When baby fusses because of 
“Childhood Constipation” 


and children.” 





HEN your cheerful child 

whines and wails... 
when he fusses because of 
“Childhood Constipation’’. . . 
why not do the wise thing ? 


Give him Castoria. It works 
thoroughly and effectively. Yet 
it’s so gentle, it won’t upset 
his sensitive digestive system. 


Why it’s right for children 


Unlike adult laxatives—which 
may be too harsh—Castoria is 
specially made for children. It 
contains no harsh drugs, and 
will not cause griping or 


discomfort. 


CASTORIA 


The SAFE laxative 
made especially for children 


“it’s the laxative made especially for infants 


And Castoria has such a 
pleasing taste that children 
really love it. They take it 
gladly, without any struggle. 


Get Castoria at your neighbor- 
hood drugstore today. Be sure to 
ask for the laxative made 
especially for children. 


‘wMtioins 
“eh years 


ye Wie Castoria 


le 


j 
g 
i 





i 
i 
5 





Child = =— Mothers: Don’ 


Health Neglect, These 


Skin Troubles 


by 


Elizabeth Chant Robertson, M.D. 


Eczema 

Unfortunately some babies, most 
often when they are between two and six 
months of age, develop eczema. This 
generally appears first as red patches on 
their cheeks. These persist, spread and 
usually become crusted. They are very 
itchy. Consequently the baby scratches 
the area and it may become infected as a 
result. If it isn’t infected, eczema is not 
catching or contagious. Very often 
eczema is hard to clear up and if you 
suspect that your baby is developing it, 
you should get medical help at once. 
Often it persists in varying severity for 
months or even years, despite the most 
expert care, 

You have to be patient if you have a 
baby with eczema, although a good 
many recoyvet 
from it in their second or third year. Not 
infrequently they develop hay fever ot 


youngsters completely 


asthma later on. A large proportion of 
these babies are from allergic families 
in other words some of their families 
have suffered from hay fever, asthma, 
hives or eczema. It is commoner in fat 
babies and it tends to improve in the 
summer. The patches, especially as they 
begin to clear up, are often dry and 
scaly. Soap and water irritate eczema 
and consequently olive or corn oil should 
be used for washing the affected areas 
instead. Certain salves help relieve the 
condition greatly. Very smooth surfaces, 
such as burned linen, are often used as 
sheets in order to reduce the irritation. 
Various methods of restraining the 
baby so that he cannot scratch himself 
are often employed. 

Not infrequently the eczema is due to 
the eating of an ordinary food to which 
the baby is sensitive. Consequently th« 
physician makes every effort to discover 
the offending substance. A very careful 
history of all the foods the youngster was 
eating when the trouble arose is often 
helpful and sometimes the baby is put on 
a very simple diet made up of foods to 
which he is not thought to be sensitive. 
If the eczema clears up on this diet, new 
foods are then added one by one. How- 
ever, you should not attempt to plan 
these special diets yourself as you might 
quite easily leave out some absolutely 
essential food factor. 


Hives 
Hives also belong to the group of 
allergic diseases. They are commonly 


caused by the eating of some food to 
which the child is allergic. Strawberries, 
eggs and shell fish are common culprits. 
If the particular food which is responsi- 
ble can be discovered, omitting it from 
the diet will prevent further attacks of 
hives. The hives are usually smooth, 
flat areas of varying sizes, often white, 
sometimes pink, surrounded by a zone of 
They appear suddenly and 
come and go later on. They are itchy. 
Compresses soaked in a cold solution 


redness. 


containing one teaspoonful of sodium 
bicarbonate (baking soda) to a cup of 
water often reduce the itching. — In 
severe cases injections of adrenalin are 
sometimes necessary. 


Warts 


The common wart, which usually 
occurs on the hands, is caused by a 
virus. It is mildly contagious. Thus it 
can be spread from one spot to another in 
the same child or from child to child. 
Warts sometimes disappear spontane- 
ously, which is one reason why so many 
remedies are claimed to cure them. 
However, your doctor should advise you 
on how to have them treated as some 
old-fashioned methods are dangerous. 
They are sometimes treated by freezing 
them with carbon dioxide snow. Often 
they are removed by X-ray, which is a 
job for an expert. If several members of 
the family have warts, they should all 
be treated at the same time. They should 
never be picked, as this spreads but does 
not cure them. 


Plantar Warts 


These are softer warts which usually 
appear on the soles of the feet, although 
they may occur on the sides of the toes, 
They too can be spread from child to 
child and they are particularly common 
in adolescents. One simple treatment 
that is often effective, especially during 
the summertime when the child is 
swimming frequently, is to stick a piece 
of good adhesive plaster over the wart. 
When the adhesive becomes wet, pull it 
off and replace it by another. This is 
kept up all summer. Gradually the wart 
is removed. If this simple treatment is 
not effective, you should take the child 
to a physician as these warts increase in 
size, which makes their removal more 







































































Keep rashes away 
from your baby! 


By giving your baby a complete oil bath 
every day with Cuticura Antiseptic Baby 
Oil you help keep his skin softer, 
smoother, healthier. This pure, mild, 
delightfully fragrant baby oil is scien- 
tifically medicated to help safeguard 
against harmful germs that cause diaper 
rash, impetigo, buttocks scald, chafing, 
chapping. Buy at your drug or baby 
store today. 


_ Cuticura 


J antiseptic 
BABY OIL 











“e Made in Canada 
celle. by the makers 


——— of Cuticura Soap, 
_ Ointment and Talcum 


The Cream used by 
famous stage and screen 
stars. Your mirror will 
show results. ? 


Whue, Flesh, Rachel, Sun-Tan 





--AND LOOK 10 
YEARS YOUNGER 


® Now, at home, you can quickly tint telltale gray to 
nate eeeres, shades—from lightest blonde to dark- 
est black. Brownatone and a small brush does it—or your 
money back. Apmrowee by thousands—Brownatone is 
guaranteed harmless when used as directed. No skin test 
needed. The principal coloring agent is a purely vege- 
table derivative with iron and copper salts added for fast 
action. Cannot affect waving of hair. Lasting—does not 
wash out. Just brush or comb it in. One application 
imparts desired color. Simply retouch, as new gray 4 
pears. Fasy to prove on @ t lock ot our hair. ic 
and $1.50 at druggists. Get BROW NATONE now, or 


Write for FREE TEST BOTTLE 


Mention natural color of your hair. Send a post card to 
iayv—BROWNATONE, Dept. 12-D, COVINGTON, KY 
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speed and sudden 
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A CHRISTMAS TREAT 


difficult and they often cause consider- 


able pain, 


Ringworm of the Head 


Ringworm is caused by a fungus which 
attacks the roots of the hair. You are all 
familiar with other nondisease-producing 
types of fungi such as those that cause 
mold on bread or cheese. In ringworm 
of the head, the hair breaks off or falls 
out, leaving circular, partly bald areas. 
There may be one or several such patches, 
or it may spread over the whole scalp. 
It is contagious and any child affected 
with ringworm should be kept out of 
school and away from other youngsters. 
The trouble should be treated by a skin 
specialist either at his office or at a 
hospital clinic. 


Ringworm of the Body 


This is usually seen on exposed parts 
of the body—that is, on face, hands or 
neck. It is less commonly seen on 
surfaces covered by clothes. In this case 
the name is really appropriate as it 
occurs in ringlike patches with clear 
centres. It can be caught from other 
individuals or from household pets, such 
as dogs or cats, If you suspect that your 
child has ringworm, you should not try 
to treat it yourself. Take him to your 
doctor for diagnosis and treatment. 


Athlete’s Foot 


This trouble, too, is caused by a 
fungus. It usually occurs on the feet 
although sometimes the hands, groin or 
armpits are affected. You can catch this 
disease even though you aren’t athletic. 
It usually causes cracks between the toes 
or itchy pearl-like swellings on the soles. 
It too can be spread from one to another, 
usually on damp floors at swimming 
pools or in bathrooms. It is commoner 
in the summertime. As it is sometimes 
hard to clear up, you should see your 
doctor and get an ointment from him. 
If several in the family have it, they 
should be treated simultaneously. Wool 
socks, which cause excessive perspiration, 
provide ideal conditions for the growth 
of this fungus. Therefore these should be 
avoided. 

After the condition has been cured you 
would be wise to wash the bathroom 
floor with a strong disinfectant. In 
addition the socks and stockings should 
be washed daily in hot water and you 
should throw away the victim’s bede 
room slippers and get him new ones. 
Most swimming pools have foot baths 
containing disinfectants in order to 
curb the spread of this disease, Tell your 
family to be sure to use these. 


Scabies 


Even “nice” people can catch the itch 
or scabies, as it is very infectious. The 
cause of this disease is an almost micro- 
scopic mite which is a lowly relative 
of the spider family. This minute 
creature burrows in the skin and red 
lumps are found as a result. Such lesions 
are extremely itchy and the sufferer can’t 
resist scratching them. They are found 


Warming the Food 


Sterilize any small dish, such as a pyrex cus- 
tard cup. Use a sterilized spoon to place the 
portion to be used at this feeding in the cup. 
Place some type of lid or cover on the dish. 
It prevents loss of Vitamin C while warming. 
Stand the dish in hot water for 3 or 4 minutes, 
just as you would a bottle. Baby’s food should 
be neither cold nor hot but tepid, 


e 


Opening the Can 


Read carefully the directions on each can giving 

different methods of serving or diluting Heinz 
———=i Baby Foods, to suit your child’s needs. With a 
clean moist cloth wipe the top of the can, Use 
a sharp, sterilized can opener, but do not remove 
the lid entirely. It may then be pressed back 
to serve as a cover when storing the food. 


Feeding the Baby 
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If too young to sit in a high chair, hold baby 
on your lap with your right hand free to serve 
the food, which should be on a table before 
you. Use a small spoon such as a coffee spoon, 
A broad spoon may hurt a young baby’s 
mouth and the next time you offer the food 
it might be refused. A baby spoon may be 
used later when the child is learning to feed 


himself. When baby is older and using a full can at a feeding, a simple and effective 
way is to stand the closed can in hot water for 3 or 4 minutes; remove from the 


water with tongs; open, and feed the baby from the can. This method is safe, 


economical and a time saver. 


Storing the Food 


When baby is very young and only a small por- 
tion of the can is used at a feeding, leave the 
balance in the can, (Doctors will assure you that 
this is perfectly safe.) Press the partly attached 
lid back in place. Then cover the can with a plastic 
cover or with a piece of wax paper secured by 
an elastic band. Covering the can will shut out 
odours from other foods in your refrigerator. Also 





it prevents baby’s food from drying out and protects its flavour and vitamin 
content. Left over Baby’s Food may be stored in the refrigerator for 3 or 4 days, 
Baby should have variety in his food but it is wise to use up one can before 


opening another. 











, crisp! No 
White and 
ellow Hulless. 


Look for the complete 
line of 22 Strained 
Food Varieties at the 
sign of the Heinz 
Baby when you are 
shopping. 


Good News! After a 
long absence, Heinz 
Junior Foods are 
back on the market 
again—in good 
supply. 


between the fingers, at the wrists, at the 
elbows, on the chest, and elsewhere. As 
it spreads if it is not promptly treated 
and will make your child feel very 
miserable, you should get medical help 
at once. New methods of treatment, 
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Your Little One 
Catches Cold 


est-known home remedy you 

can use to relieve distress of 
children’s colds is warming 
Vicks VapoRub. Results are so 
good because VapoRub starts to 
work instantly! It penetrates 
to upper bronchial tubes with 
special medicinal vapors 
stimulates chest and back sur- 
faces like a soothing poultice. 
And it keeps up this penetrat- 
ing-stimulating action for hours’ 
to bring relief while the child 
sleeps! It’s no wonder that most 
mothers use Vicks VapoRub. 





AT BEDTIME rub throat, > 
chest, back with Vicks , => 
VapoRub. Relief-bringing 7 
action starts to work at 


once to relieve distress. 


WORKS WHILE CHILD SLEEPS 

to bring relief during the 

night. Often by morning 
7 most misery of the cold 
> is gone! Try it tonight! 


VapoRusB 





FOR CHAPPEn 
AND DRY HAND 


Sal 
























GiaTiied italian Balm 








Note how the very first application 
of Campana’s Italian Balm helps your 
hands to smooth, new softness. This 
is the lotion you need to protect your 
hands from winter dryness and cold, 
blustery weather. A few drops applied 
daily is sufficient for both hands, 
Grand for elbows and legs too! 

” 


o a 





Campana’s Italian Balm has a sixty- 
year record for keeping hands soft, 
and it’s been a favorite all that time 
because it gets right down to its job 

of protecting your hands through the 
cold-weather months. Start using 
Campana’s Italian Balm now—and 
stay with it all winter. 









No increase 
in price. 








Balm 35¢ 







So good for 
your hands 





Campanas @ititern 


that are great improvements on the old 
ones, are Now available. 


Pediculosis 


This is the polite or scientific term for 
lice and their eggs. The latter are often 
called nits. This disease too may be 
acquired by well-cared-for children, 
possibly from their neighbors at school. 
If your child complains of an itchy head, 
examine him to see if there are any tiny 
white oval nits attached to his hair. 
These are uniform in size, in contrast to 
the uneven flakes present in dandruff. 
Occasionally they are found in the eye- 
lashes. It is rarely that one sees the 
actual louse which lays the eggs 

Nits can be removed by the following 
treatment. Rub a mixture of equal parts 
ot olive oil and coal oil through the hair 
to loosen the nits. After leaving this on 
for a few minutes, comb the hair 
thoroughly with a fine-toothed comb. 
Then wash the hair with plenty of soap 
and warm water. 

Body lice are less common in children. 
When they are present they cause 
itching, mainly of the trunk, which is 
worse during the day. A good scrub bath 
and fresh clothes usually clears up th 
trouble. The infected clothing should be 
disinfected or destroyed, — 


x * 


Vbwe - : 
Christmas in Heaven 
Continued from page 90 


him and said in a choked voice, “Steve 
please—don’t go!” 

Steve drew a deep breath, and put his 
arms around her. Then he noticed Molly 
hanging her head and scuffing a toe in 
He felt in a pocket and 
pulled out a shiny quarter. “Here, 





the carpet. 


Molly, run upstairs and put this in your 
piggy bank.” 

Molly took the coin, but said, “My 
piggy bank isn’t upstairs. It’s in the 
kitchen. Will that do?” 

“Very nicely,” Steve assured her. 

Molly obediently trotted out to the 
kitchen where her mother was making 
gravy in the big roasting pan. As she 
reached for her piggy bank, she said, 
““Mama, Lillian is in the hall kissing 
Steve and she’s crying.” 

Mama smiled and went right on 
stirring, which was very queer because 
Mama didn’t like to see anyone cry. 

Then Lillian rushed into the kitchen 
with Steve, and she was all bright-eyed 
and happy. She hugged Molly hard. 
Molly wriggled out of her grasp to 
replace the jingling piggy bank and sigh 
with exasperation. W hy did grownups 
have to act so happy when the world 
hadn’t ended and they’d missed the 
chance to see the cherubims and every- 
thing? Now Lillian was kissing Mama 
and they were both sort of crying and 
laughing at the same time. 

Steve winked solemnly at Molly and 
said, “‘ You see, Molly, sometimes what 
looks like the end of the world is really 
only the beginning.” 

But Molly was looking at the crisp 
brown turkey on the platter and lifting 
the lids on the big dishes, and her 
stomach twisted inside her with de- 
licious hunger. 

And suddenly she was so very glad 
that the world hadn’t ended after all. 





It’s about time 
this was done 
for women! 


Sanitary protection by Tampax 
method discards external 
pads, belts. Leaves you free! 
Women may well 
think that Tam- 
pax was invented 
none too soon, 
It is an amazing 
improvement 
over the external- 
pad type of 
monthly sanitary 
yrotection. 
griefly, it is an 
internal absorb- 
ent which is ac- 
tually invisible 
and unfelt when in place.... You're 
free from belts, pins, pads. You're 
free from odor and chafing. You're 
free from bulges and edge-lines under 
your dresses. So you see this dainty 
‘ampax certainly gets rid of many 
of your troubles on “those days”... . 
Perfected by a doctor, Tampax is 
made of highly absorbent cotton com- 
pressed in applicators for easy insertion, 
Changing quick; disposal easy. No 
need to remove for tub or shower. 
Sold at drug and notion counters. Slip 
month’s supply into pursé. Or get 4 
months’ supply (average) in economy 
box. Three different absorbencies— Re- 
gular, Super, Junior. Canadian Tampax 
Corporation Limited, Brampton, Ont. 

47-91 








Thru 2 Freezing Winters 


THE QUINTUPLETS 


have used this for coughs of 


CHEST COLDS 


The Quintuplets use Musterole to relieve 
coughs, sore throat and aching muscles 
of colds. Musterole brings su¢h prompt, 
long-lasting relief because it penetrates 
deep and helps break up the congestion. 

In8 Strengths: Child's Mild Musterole, 
Regular and Extra-Strength for 
grownups. 


* # 






TEETHING 
delete 


mother! 
She uses 
Steedman’s Powders regularly ... to £ 
keep baby happy and contented... the 

little system clean, the stomach sweet.’ 

The standby of mothers’ for more > e 
than 100 years. At your druggist’s. i 


FREE BOOKLET: “Hints to Mothers”, on - 


request. Write John Steedman & Co., Dept. ! 
A2, 429 St. Jean Baptiste St. Montreal. 


G*STEEDMANS ; 
Qeething teens POWDERS : 


Look for the double EE symbo} on the package ” 
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Im Sick of Socialism 


Continued from page 26 


To my mind one of the main reasons 
for the decline in popularity of the 
Labor Government--and | am con- 
vinced that there has been one—is its 
mule-like insistence on carrying on with 
the Party program. 

Perhaps nationalization will be a 
success, perhaps not, but what ts certain 
is that, amid all the upsets the Govern- 
ment has gone on with its own plans, 
despite all opposition, and in doing sO 
that, 


fearing a reversal of public opinion at 


has given me the impression 
the next election, has hastened to carry 
out as many as possible of its plans in 
the time available. 

The country should come tirst, ind 
not Party doctrine. The main task now 
is not to carry out pet theories which, 
successtul or not, will take valuable time 
in which to mature. The job is to get 
Britain back on its feet as soon as 
possible. 

No, these two years have taught me 
a lesson. | am learning every day. | 
know that the much-derided Conserva- 
tive claim for private enterprise is a 
sound one, 

You have only to look around Britain 
today to see the effects of what | can 
only describe as mass labor, by which 


I mean labor controlled in some Way by 
the Government. 

All initiative seems to be lost. There 
does not seem to be the same urgency 
or incentive as that provided by private 
enterprise. 

If this is Socialism, if this is the 
much-vaunted People’s Party, then | 
have been wrong | know | was wrong. 
WITH THIS Government and its nega- 
tive policy, if indeed you can salvage 
one coherent policy from the jumbled 
wreckage of good intentions and bad 
management, Britain will have to 
struggle and struggle hard for survival. 

The spirit which served us during the 
Our great Leader, 
Mr. Churchill, ts fighting still, but his, 
alas, is not the guiding hand today. 
What is needed—and what I believe we 


war is missing. 


may soon see—is a resurgence of all the 
inherent powers in our people. A Britain 
whose workers do not hope for as much 
money as possible with as little work. 
A Britain where private enterprise will 
bring out the very best in our men and 
women and yet where a certain standard 
is maintained. A Britain where men and 
women are not treated as automatons. 
The Socialists have, in their own way, 
tried. So far, they have failed, dismally. 
That is why, if tomorrow were clec- 
tion day, | would walk into the polling 
booth with a new idea, and my vote 
would not again help the Socialists. 4 
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Gifts from the Kitchen 


Continued from page 93 


without stirring until it forms a soft ball 
in cold water or until it reaches a 
temperature of 236 deg. F. on a candy 
thermometer. Add the butter when the 
syrup is nearly done, Turn out on a 
warm buttered platter. Let stand until 
almost cold, then beat with a stiff knife 
blade until the fondant changes color. 
Gather up before it stiffens and knead 
until very smooth, Put into a container 
and cover for several hours before using. 


Yield: about 84 cupful. 


What youngster’s eyes won't sparkle 
if he gets a box of gingerbread men 
or decorated Christmas tree cookies! 
Grownups will go for cookies, too, 
expecially if you make the traditional 
shortbread, in fancy shapes. These can 
be pricked with a fork or decorated with 
silver dragees. When you are making 
your own Christmas cookies, try baking 
double the recipe and then you'll have 


a gift all ready to wrap. 


Shortbread Stars 


(A Chatelaine Inatitute approved recipe) 
1 Cupful of soft butter 
¥% Cupful of fruit sugar 
2 Cupfuls of bread flour 
Cream the butter thoroughly; grad- 
ually add the sugar and cream together 
until light and fluffy. Sift and measure 
the flour, then sift 134 cupfuls into the 
creamed mixture, reserving 4% cupful 
Turn the 
bakeboard and 
gradually knead in the remaining flour. 
Gently roll or pat out the dough to 4% 
to \% inch thickness. 


for flouring the bakeboard. 


dough out onto a 


Using a floured, 
star-shaped cutter, cut out the cookies. 
Put leftover pieces ol dough together 
and re-roll them all at one time. Arrange 


the cookies on an ungreased baking 
sheet. Bake in a slow oven (300 deg. F.) 
for 30 to 35 minutes. Yield: 48 short- 
bread cookies (134 inches in diameter). 


Sparkling jellies, in jewel tones, will 
carry your good wishes in a colorful 
fashion. What's more, you can make 
most of them right now, if you use 
bottled juices, flavorings and vegetable 
colorings. Mint jelly 
prettiest as well as one of the easiest to 
make. 


is one of the 


Mint Jelly 
(A Chatelaine Institute approved recipe) 
2 Teaspoonfuls of tea leaves 
2% Cupfuls of boiling water 
Green vegetable coloring 
4 Cupful of mild vinegar 
1 
6 
| 


31 


C 

Package of pectin crystals 
Cupfuls of sugar 
Teaspoonful of spearmint 


flavoring 


Place the tea leaves in a teapot, pour 
the boiling water over them and steep 
for three minutes. Strain and measure 
out two cupfuls of tea. Add the vinegar; 
then add the green coloring drop by 
drop, until the liquid is a_ bright, 
medium shade of green (about three or 
four drops). Put into a wide kettle (of 
a size about four times the volume of 
the liquid), place over the hottest burner 
and add the pectin crystals. Mix well 
and bring to a boil, stirring constantly 
with a wooden When the 
mixture boils hard, add the sugar, stir- 


spoon, 


ring constantly. Continue stirring and 
bring to a full rolling boil, then boil 
the jelly for exactly 4% minute. Take 
the pot off the heat, quickly remove any 
scum, then stir in the spearmint flavor- 
ing. Pour the jelly into sterilized jars 
immediately. Cover well with liquid 
paraftin. Yield: about six medium-sized 
jars, 


BABY: Remember now 
what it’s like to be a 
baby, Mom! 


MOM: Whew — what a 
life babies do lead! People doing 
this to you—that to you—and so 
many things to make your skin 
scratchy and irritated! 





BABY: My complaint exactly, Mom. 
Guess now you’re in the mood to 
listen — when I yell for Johnson’s 
Baby Oil and Johnson’s Baby 
Powder! 


MOM: You bet I am — just ask me! 








HOW TO BE FRESH AS A FLOWER 
Bulletin No. 19 — 5 cents 


A LOVELY SKIN 
Bulletin No. 18 — 10 cents 
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BABY: Please may I have some nice, 
pure Johnson’s Baby Oil, to 
smooth all over me and help pre- 
vent what my doc calls “urine irri- 
tation”? And, please, some soft, 
smooth Johnson’s Powder, for 
times when chafes and prickles 
bother me? It’s borated! 


MOM: Lamb — from now 
on, I'll do right by you! 


BABY: You and Johnson’s, 
Mom! Just wait till you 
see how those smoother- 
uppers agree with my 
pink pelt! 





Johnson’s Baby Oil 
Johnson’s Baby Powder 


g LIMITED MONTREAL 





Chatelaine Bulletins on Beauty Culture 
Concise — Authentic — Essentially Helpful 


HOW TO CARE FOR YOUR HAIR 
Bulletin No. 16 — 10 cents 


BEAUTIFUL HANDS 
Bulletin No. 15 — 5 cents 


KEEPING IN SEAPE 
Bulletin No, 22—10 cents 


Order from CHATELAINE SERVICE BULLETINS, 481 University Avenue, Toronto. 
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SouN 1-TONE 


..-morning, noon, 
and night / 


There’s a real interest in the meal 
when VI-TONE is the beverage! But 
VI-TONE not only adds flavor — it 
adds nutriment to milk—for it con- 
tains an easily-digested, well-balanced 
mixture of essential proteins, carbo- 
hydrates, minerals and vitamins. 

For better appetites and better nourish- 
ment, serve VI-TONE at every meal. 
Good for adults, too! 
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Hospitality in your refrigerator 


Christmas time is hospitality time. For 


friendly visits and unexpected guests, the 


pause that refreshes with ice-cold Coca-Cola 


provides a gracious welcome. So to be 


prepared keep an ample supply in your 


refrigerator for visitors, for your family, 


and for yourself. 


Listen to The Pause That Refreshes On The 
Air with the Music of Percy Faith and 
his Orchestra, Songs by Ginny Simms. 
Sundays 6:30 P.M. EST Dominion Network 
and CFRB Toronto. 
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Ask for it either way 
... b0th trade-marks 
mean the same thing. 


COCA-COLA LTD, 
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FOR KEEPS, SHE'LL TREASURE: 


MORNING STAR— It’s new, it’s pierced, deep-carved; 
it’s a pattern to live with, a pattern to love! 
CORONATION — Strong lines, fluted carving, distin- 
guished design—and tops in popularity- 


LADY HAMILTON — The endearing charm of graceful 


simplicity, timeless, classic good taste. 
of the best-loved 


floral patterns in silverware. x . 


ta 


MILADY— Feminine, flower-fresh, one 


If it’s Community, it’s correct —any time, any- 
where. If it’s Community, it has that thoughtful 


“Overlay” of extra solid silver. If it’s Community, 


it’s at leading dealers everywhere—honey moun | 


priced— right now. 


THIS CHRISTMAS—GIVE 


THE FINEST SILVERPLATE 
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